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THE 

LEADEN CASKET. 
CHAPTER XXXI. 



Wilt thou reach stars because they shine on thee ? 

Ttvo Gentlemen <f Verona, 



* Well, really, Mr. Willoughby, I don't agree 
with you: I never shall! To my mind, an 
author who by one stroke of his pen can make 
his heroine enchantingly beautiful is the most 
churlish of creatures if he refuse to do it. Be- 
sides, it is a great pity to have any ugliness in 
the world that is not absolutely necessary.' 

Such were the words which greeted Morri-» 
son's ear, as, in obedience to the invitation re- 
ceived that morning at St. Hilda's, he entered 
Mrs. Brooke's drawing-room. That lady was the 
speaker. She was standing in the midst of a 
group of authors and critics, and they were all 
giving their minds to the knotty point whether 
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3 THE LEADEN CASKET. 

a heroine of commanding ugliness did not often 
succeed in riveting the affections of a reader 
even more firmly than a beauty. Morrison in- 
stantly decided in favour of the beauty, and 
looked round in search of Ohve, but she was 
not in sight. She was probably in the inner 
room, but a crowd in the doorway prevented 
his aacertaining that. 

* Your new heroine, Mrs. Brooke, can't be 
very attractive,' said Mr. Willoughby; 'that 
is, if we are to judge by the title of your 
book.' 

*Yes; really, what an odd one you have 
chosen!' said another. 'It is advertised for 
April, I see.' 

This was the novel which Mrs. Brooke had 
submitted to Ohve, and then to the * Quixotic 
Magazine.' She had called it ' Cross-and-Fifty,' 
by way of antithesis to ' Sweet-and-Twenty,' and, 
as may be divined by this title, it still contained 
a very exact portrait of Mrs. Ullathome. The 
sacrifice demanded by Olive had been too 
great for her aunt. The 'Quixotic Maga- 
zine' had refused the novel as a serial, but 
the publisher had taken a fancy to it, and had 
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THE LEADEN CASKET. 8 

offered a tolerably tempting sum, which Mrs. 
Brooke had accepted with delight, to be allowed 
to bring it out in the three-volume form. Still, 
though this was a success, she declared that she 
should never really feel that she had succeeded, 
until the day came when she had two publishers 
sitting in the breakfast-room waiting to compete 
for some MS. which she was finishing upstairs. 

'It is rather a repulsive title,' said she 
thoughtfully. * I am sorry, but it fits the book.' 

'You have been photographing some dis- 
agreeable old maid,' suggested a bystander. 

'No, much worse than that — a cross old 
widow. Such an exquisitely cross one ! ' 

On this Lady Brooke, who had been feeling 
languidly tolerant of all that went on around 
her, became suddenly interested, and, though 
not much of a reader, resolved to make herself 
acquainted with the contents of her dear sister's 
new book. She did not feel very loving to 
Mrs. Brooke at present, and, if her pen had been 
toying with Mrs. UUathome's special character- 
istics, would not be averse to bringing the book 
under that lady's notice, 

Morrison pushed his way nearer to the 
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4 THE LEADEN CASKET. 

second room. It was not so crowded as the 
first. Olive was sitting on a sofa talking to Mr. 
Ardrossan ; her back was turned to Morrison. 
What a pretty little head she had, and how 
exquisitely beautiful were the curves which 
sloped down from it to her throat and neck ! 
Her dress was a subdued white satin, in the 
folds and shadows of which lurked varying 
shades of faint green and grey, contrasting with 
the rosy flush of interest in her face, and the 
Httle ring of coral round her throat. She was 
deeply interested in what Mr. Ardrossan was 
saying to her, and had neither eyes nor ears for 
anyone else. At least, so it seemed to Morri- 
son, and so in fact it was. The truth was, Mr. 
Ardrossan had accidentally shown some acquain- 
tance with the east end of London, and Olive 
found that he was in the habit of going there 
constantly to look after one particular district 
whose inhabitants he was trying to raise and 
help. Ever since she had so unluckily failed to 
meet the woman who had written to her, Olive 
had been keenly on the alert to learn all that 
she could of the neighbourhood of Bethnal 
Green ; and though the remainder of the ad- 
dress had for the moment entirely shpped jfrom 
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her mind, she still hoped it would return to her. 
She WSLS almost certain she should recognize the 
name of the street if she did but hear it men- 
tioned. While Morrison was watching her with 
sucn a sudden and unexpected thrill of anidety, 
she was saying to Mr. Ardrossan, * You know 
Bethnal Green — can you tell me the names of 
a few of the streets ? — the little shabby streets, 
I mean. I have a reason for asking this — per- 
haps I had better tell you what it is. I had a 
letter some time ago from some one there, a 
poor person. She gave me her address, but I 
only glanced at it, I was interested in the letter 
itself, and thought I could read the address 
afterwards, and then the letter was destroyed. 
It was a letter which I ought to have answered. 
I wish you could help me.' 

' I will, if I can, you may depend on that. 
I will tell you the names of some streets, and if 
that won't do I will get you a map. But would 
you know the name you have forgotten, if you 
heard it?' 

* I think so ; it was an odd one.' 

' Perhaps it is in my district.' 

' I hope so, I am sure.' She felt implicit 
trust in Mr. Ardrossan's readiness to help her. 
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* Alexandra Street? Edward Street? Devon- 
shire Street?' 

^No, I think it was something to eat. I 
know it was/ 

'Mulberry Street?' 

* That's it I How strange that you should 
know it I ' 

' It is in my district — at least part of it 
is. Perhaps I can help you to find the 
person.' 

On this Olive suddenly grew alarmed, feared 
she was confiding too much, and said, ' I don't 
know that I ought to tell you more. What 
kind of people live in Mulberry Street? ' 

' The poorest of the poor, and the lowest of 
the low,' said he. 

* Do you go there often ? ' 

' Twice a week, for a few hours each time. 
My Scripture-reader would help you to find 
anyone you want.' 

Olive felt embarrassed. ' Thank you,' said 
she. * I will think it over for a few days, and 
then perhaps ask your assistance. I am not 
quite sure that I remember the woman's name. 
I feel very much obliged to you.' 

Lady Brooke was going away for a week. 
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SO OKve thought she herself might be at liberty 
to go where she liked, and, having learnt the 
name of the street, was resolved to do her best 
to find the woman — ^whose name she ahnost 
fancied was Deanham. 

* I will wait a few days, and then, if you 
wish it, do all I can for you.' 

*And please don't say anything to Lady 
Brooke,' said Olive, blushing deeply at having 
to make such a request. He bowed. This was 
odd, but he could readily imagine that there 
was Uttle enough sympathy between Olive and 
her stepmother. Morrison saw the blush; 
his face grew darker and darker. The more he 
looked at these two on the sofa, the more it 
seemed to him that they were made for each 
other. What right had he to thrust his own 
unmeaning pretensions between OKve and one 
who was in every way so infinitely more worthy 
of her than himself? He was almost inclined 
to retreat quietly, and go back next day to St. 
Hilda's and his work, and try to make himself 
believe that he had never been away. He was 
afraid, though, that if he did he would have to 
make-beUeve very much. What a perfect 
couple these two would make ! 
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As this thought was stamping itself in on 
Morrison's mind, Mr. Ardrossan turned, saw his 
dejected face, almost read his thoughts, and said, 
' I must not be so selfish as to monopolise you 
entirely. Miss Brooke ; here is an old friend of 
yours who would, I am sure, be glad to speak 
to you/ 

OUve looked round, saw Morrison, smiled, 
bowed, and held out her hand. Somehow or 
other, Mr. Ardrossan disappeared while she was 
saying— 

' How kind of you to come, Mr. Morrison ! 
It was almost a shame to bring you all the way 
from Chaucer Street just to hear what I have to 
say to you.' 

* I would come much farther than that, only 
to get a glimpse of you, let alone a word; in- 
deed, I have come much farther. When your 
aunt's letter reached me this morning — ^by-the- 
by, I ought to tell you that it had been mis- 
sent, and had wandered about for nearly a 
fortnight — ^I was three hundred and sixty miles 
ofi^.' 

* Eeally ! ' said Olive ; * but you should not 
have come so far. What made me want to see 
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you is that I have only just learnt from Mr. 
Ardrossan what a terrible walk you took for us 
when we were snowed up at Blair Angus. 
What ungrateful people you must have thought 
us ! Neither my mother — ^neither Lady Brooke, 
I mean — nor I had any idea how much we 
owed to you. We were told that some of the 
gentlemen passengers had walked along the 
line and brought help, and we felt very grateful 
to them ; but we never knew that you were the 
one to do everything, that you went alone, and 
hazarded your life at every step. Think of your 
doing that, and never even being thanked ! ' 

* Oh, indeed, I was thanked, and far more 
than I deserved. I did nothing more than any- 
one else would have done. Besides, you did 
thank me in your letter — ^you ' 

' That was only for giving me tea, and bring- 
ing Pearson, and many other kindnesses,' cried 
OUve ; * I could not thank you for getting us 
away, or running such great risks for us, for 
Mr. Ardrossan only told me about it a fortnight 
ago ; I have been most anxious to do it ever 
since — most uncomfortable, too, till I could do 
it. I now thank you most sincerely — I am so 
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glad that you were the one who did it all. It is 
just like a novel, isn't it? ' 

^ I can't bear to look back on that night,' 
said Morrison ; ' I behaved so shamefully I ' 

* Now, pray do not say another word about 
that,' cried Olive ; ' I told you the exact truth 
in my note. I assure you you did not say one 
word then that I have not said to myself a 
hundred times. London and London life are 
all very well, but you don't know how often 
I wish I could go back to those happy old days 
at Austerfield I How simple life was there, and 
how perfectly delightful I Won't you sit down, 
Mr. Morrison ? — do sit down.' And as Olive 
spoke, she moved her dress a little out of his 
way so as to make room for him by her side. 
There was room enough already, but the pretty 
gesture of invitation was eminently flattering to 
the bewildered young gentleman who stood so 
near her. He hesitated a moment, but only 
because he was gazing at her and thinking that 
he had never yet seen her look so beautiful. 
He sat down by her side, half intoxicated by his 
position, and by the words which she had just 
uttered. 
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* It was indeed delightful/ said he, after a 
brief pause ; ' I know I have never been half so 

happy since ' Unless it be now, was his 

next thought, but he dared not express it. 

' And such little things made us happy I ' 
she continued. * Do you remember how pleased 
we were one morning when we were in the 
shrubbery, and we found a bird's egg lying on 
the leaf of a hollyhock ? It was a wren's, and 
it shone with a pink light and was covered with 
rosy spots — but how absurd I am to expect you 
to recollect such silly things ! ' 

' I remember everything I ' said he. 

On this she blushed deeply, and said, * We 
were only children ! ' 

She intended this as an apology for the past, 
but he said, * What have we gained by growing 
up ? Not much, I fancy. It is hardly to be 
counted as a gain that we are so much more 
difficult to amuse.' 

' I am sure it is not. But we were easily 
pleased then I K we happened to find an orchis 
an inch or two longer than any we had seen 
before, it was quite enough to put us in high 
spirits for the day.' 
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* Do you ever feel the same happiness now, 
when you are in the country ? ' said he. * No 
doubt you do — ^I know I do ; but then unfortu- 
nately, or perhaps fortunately, my work and my 
pleasure have so mixed themselves up together 
now, that I can't enjoy nature as one enjoys a 
poem or a picture — ^I am always finding myself 
thinking how I am to contrive to give even a 
faint hint of the beauty I see.' 

' But what beautiful pictures you do paint, 
Mr. Morrison ! I know they are good because 
they have exactly the same effect on me that 
reading a very fine poem or a bit of Mr. Euskin's 
writing has. I make all kinds of grave resolu- 
tions, and am so anxious to act up to a high 
standard.' 

Morrison looked much pleased ; but he must 
indeed have been difficult to please if such 
words as these, from such a girl as Olive, did 
not have that effect. *My pictures are not 
really good,' said he :. * you must not fancy that 
they are ; but if work will make them so, they 
shall be. If ever I did succeed in painting 
pictures which the world thought good,' said 
he hurriedly, and very nervously too — ^for he 
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saw a movement amongst the crowd which 
seemed to denote that his tete-a-tete must soon 
be interrupted — ' if ever this happened — and I 
dared to presume on our old acquaintance, and 
came to you then, and asked you to renew our 
happy old life, would there be any chance at 
all of your hstening to me ? ' 

* But I don't think I quite understand,' said 
Ohve, blushing nevertheless, and looking round 
in great alarm to see if any of the people in the 
room, who were now pressing so much nearer 
to them, were near enough to hear what was 
passing. 

' In those days, if you remember, we lived 
for each other — our happiness consisted in being 
together. We were only children, I know, and 
things have changed — changed terribly; but 
there is one thing in which I am not changed 
— I never was happy without you then, and 
shall never be happy without you now. I 
know I ought to keep all these feelings to 
myself — that a man in my position has no right 
to speak thus to you — but do answer one ques- 
tion : supposing I could win a name for myself, 
and thus lessen the difference between us, do 
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you think you could ever care for me? — ^would 
you share my life, I mean ? — ^I am afraid it is 
too presumptuous even to think of such a 
thing ! ' he added, for he could not but see how 
embarrassed she was. 

* Oh, no ; not presumptuous at all — don't 
use such dreadful words I On the contrary, 
you do me a great honour, but ' 

'"But"! don't say "but," dear Olive I— 
forgive my calling you so. I love you with all 
my heart ; I would do anything to win you.' 

Olive shook her head. 'You must not 
think of this,' said she. 

' Not think of this ! ' he said, taking courage ; 
* I shall think of it as long as I live. My love 
for you will last from the b^inning to the end.' 

* It is impossible,' she said. 

' Just answer one thing,' said he : 'do you 
think it is quite impossible for you ever to feel 
for me as you used to do ? That's what I want 
so to know. K you say yes, I must try to bear 
it ; but if you think there is the least chance, I 
want to ask you to wait a year or two for me 
— ^to give me time to do something, I mean. 
You don't know how I would work I But I 
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am in such dread of all kinds of things happen- 
ing — of losing you before I have time to do 
anything.' 

' If I ask you never to speak on this subject 
again,' said Olive faintly, ^ please do not think 
that it is because I feel that there is this differ- 
ence between us of which you speak — ^I do not 
admit that there is — ^I consider that anyone 
who paints as you do has a rank far above any 
that the world can give — ^you honour me by 
thinking of me at all, but I must not let you do 
so — ^my mind is full of something else. I have 
no heart to give — ^I can love no one, think of 
no one, until the thing which fills my mind is 
settled/ 

Morrison was quite bewildered. She looked 
so strange while she spoke, and seemed so in 
earnest. Was she engaged to some one else, or 
tortured by religious doubts, or on the point of 
turning Boman Cathohc.^ What could it be ? 
* But you won't always feel in this way,' said 
he. * Let me speak to you again some other 
time. Let me go away now with a httle hope, 
and come back in — say, a year's time.' 

* Oh, no ! ' cried Olive ; * it would be wrong 
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if I let you do that. I can give you no hope 
whatever/ 

' You know you can never like me as you 
used to do ? ' 

' I am afraid not. I shall always feel that 
you stand in a different relation to me from 
every one else — always have the greatest regard 
for you, and desire to be good friends with you 
— ^you must not ask for anything more.' 

He tried to read her face — ^it showed the 
fixedness of a steady purpose ; he looked at the 
people in the doorway — they were still standing 
in a solid mass, and appeared willing to leave 
him still more time to urge his suit ; but all the 
people in the room with them showed symptoms 
of a desire to change their places, and one or 
two had come dangerously near. He saw this, 
but was resolved to use to the uttermost this 
one chance, and said in a low voice, * Do not 
speak so very decidedly. Say I may keep just 
a little hope, and may come back in a year or 
so — I am not like a stranger, you know. I 
have felt as I do now ever since we parted as 
children.' 

* Do not ask me to do this,' said she once 
more. 
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' At all events, say that you wish me well/ 

' That needs no saying ! ' she replied kindly. 
' I do, and always shall wish that. Let us 
always be friends, Mr. Morrison.' 

He thanked her for this permission to call her 
friend, but he alniost felt inclined to go somewhere 
where he would never see her again. It seemed 
to him that this would be infinitely preferable 
to meeting her occasionally as a mere friendly 
stranger. The break which had occurred in 
their conversation was observed — a gentleman 
who had been hovering about for some time, 
for the chance of a few words from Miss Brooke, 
now came and spoke to her, and Morrison went 
and joined the black-coated crowd which had 
been standing in the doorway so long. The 
new-comer dropped unbidden into Morrison's 
place — the waves of society closed in ; Morrison 
did not know how he got into the larger room 
— he was in no state to be conscious of pain or 
discomfort from without — when there he found 
himself side by side with Mr. Ardrossan. 

' Never dare to say that I have not behaved 
nobly to you to-night ! ' said that gentleman ; 
' I gave you my place without a murmur.' 

VOL. III. c 
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♦ You did ; it was very kind of you ; but 
don't let me drive you away from Miss Brooke 
again. You and she get on a thousand times 
better than she and I could ever do. Don't let 
me keep you from her. Good-night ; I am 
going/ 

Mr. Ardrossan's eyes followed his young 
friend with some curiosity — ^how much, or how 
little, did he mean? 
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CHAPTEE XXXn. 

I like not the humour of lying.— ilfijrry Wi/oei qf Windior. 

I am a simple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. — Henry VIIL 

Hannah Dbanham, Mulberry Street, Bethnal 
Green. — ^All that night of Mrs. Brooke's party, 
these names were never absent from Olive's 
thoughts. Even though she had just had an 
offer of marriage, she still found her mind 
recurring to them, and to the work which lay 
before her next day. As soon as she had the 
comfort of seeing the cab drive away with 
Lady Brooke to Euston Station, she meant to 
lose no time in setting out for Bethnal Green. 
She had told Morrison that she could think of 
no subject but one, and she had told him the 
exact truth — every wish of her heart was 
summed up in the one burning desire to esta- 
blish her mother's innocence, and, that done, to 
c8 
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seek her out in her hidden retreat, gladden her 
heart by the tidings, and then to spend her own 
life in trying to make her mother's last years 
happy. No love should ever come to disturb 
that which she meant to give to the poor 
mother from whom she had been so long and 
so cruelly divided. She perfectly well remem- 
bered the unhappy, wasted-looking woman, with 
a face more noble and beautiful than any pic- 
ture, who, not a year before, had come to the 
outside of Mrs. Ullathorne's house and had 
gazed in on her through the window, with 
eyes full of love and pain. That was her 
mother, her own dear mother ; and even if she 
were mad— even if she were shut up in Bedlam 
itself — Olive would rather stay there with her, 
if by so doing she could lessen her sufferings, 
than remain where she was with the base 
•woman who had supplanted her. 

Morning came. Olive was down first, but 
that was because she could not sleep. It would 
not have been easy to find anything which 
would prevent Lady Brooke from sleeping, and 
sleeping well. She came downstairs as usual, 
looking happy and peaceful, and thoroughly 
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refreshed by the night's calm rest. She noise- 
lessly entered the breakfast room, and made for 
her seat and her letters. Olive busied herself 
with the teapot. 

^ My dear, here is a letter from your Amit 
UUathome. She is coming back next week/ 
said Lady Brooke in a* tone which betokened 
some slight vexation. 

* Indeed!' said Olive, who did not care 
what happened, so long as it was nothing which 
kept her away from Bethnal Green. 

' Yes, next week ; so we shall have to be 
ready for her.' 

' Is it certain ? ' 

' Yes ; she seems to have overcome her 
desire to stay in the cemetery at Florence, though 
it does seem to have been very strong : so I 
suppose we may consider her return certain.' 

' I don't understand,' said Olive, who might 
perhaps not have been so stupid if she had been 
listening more carefully. 

' She describes the cemetery — she says it is 
lovely, and commands a most splendid view of 
the town. She dwells on the nice people who 
are buried in it. She finishes by saying that 
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she would perhaps hardly have liked to be in- 
terred so very far from home ; but I am sure, 
poor dear, if she felt that it was for her happi- 
ness to join them, it is a thousand pities she did 
not do so. Well ; we shall have to make some 
preparation for her/ 

* Can't I do what i^ wanted?' said Olive 
eagerly, in great fear that Lady Brooke might 
give up her journey. 

* Of course you can. See that all the better 
china is put back in her cabinets and cupboards, 
and be sure to leave the doors wide open, to 
let it get thoroughly dusty, and then she will 
never know that we have used it. Do it care- 
fully — ^she is very cunning. I hate cunning 
people, Olive ! * 

* So do 1 1 ' cried Olive, with extreme fervour. 
Lady Brooke contmued: *Put the better 

things of all kinds away, just as she left them. 
You know what to do. I shall be back in four 
days — I did intend to stay a week, but four 
days will do, or even three.' And then she let 
her eyes stray over her step-daughter's face, and 
Olive could not but notice that there was a 
strange gleam of satisfaction in them which 
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seemed to betoken that this journey to liver- 
pool was one which boded her no good. 

*What a nuisance!* cried Lady Brooke, 
returning to the perusal of Mrs. Ullathome's 
letter; 'I did not notice this bit — "I forgot 
when I left home to ask you to be very attentive 
to Dr. and Mrs. Ullathome ; but I am sure your 
kind heart would lead you to show them every 
civility in your power without any prompting 
from me.'* I am afiraid that my own kind heart 
has led me to leave them in their own home. I 
suppose we ought to have had them, but we 
have not — will Mrs. Ullathome be very angry ? * 

* I don't know— she can be angry.' 

* Well, you have not much to do, Olive ; 
suppose you were to go in a cab with Pearson 
and make a call on them — ^you could do that 
while I am away. Go, and be very civil to 
them, and explain that nothing but ill-health 
has prevented our seeing a great deal of them. 
You might like to go to Bethnal Green ? That's 
where they live, isn't it ? ' And as she said this, 
Lady Brooke, though she appeared to speak 
carelessly, was attentively stud3ring Olive's face 
with eyes not altogether free from pleasure. 
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• I don't know — I ' — stammered Olive, and 
then she took courage and said, ' Do you wish 
me to go ? ' 

•No, I can't say I do. Please yourself 
about it, dear — I am completely indifferent as 
to whether you go or not ! ' 

Olive's heart sank. Was Lady Brooke 
stating a fact, or making a chance speech? It 
sounded one of ill-omen. 

• Make Pearson get all our things together/ 
continued the elder lady. ' When I come back, 
I will see about some lodgings for the rest of 
the time I am here.' 

Olive looked up in surprise. 

• Yes ; I shall not stay long in England now 
-—perhaps a few weeks longer — ^perhaps not so 
long.' 

Lady Brooke had not been very explicit with 
regard to her journey to Liverpool. She had 
told Olive that she was going to see a friend off 
to America, but had left the name and all else 
in obscurity. It must, however, be some one in 
whom Lady Brooke felt great interest, for she 
was not in the habit of showing signs of affec- 
tion which cost so much trouble as this 
journey would give her. 
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The cab came at eleven ; and then, dressed 
in warm velvets and furs, with soft shawls and 
rugs, and book and paper-knife, and every com- 
fort necessary to her comfort-loving nature, she 
drove away. 

*Lor!' ejaculated Pearson when she saw 
the last of her; ' but this do surprise me ! Lady 
Brooke has never once, since I've been with 
her, left me behind. She always says she can't 
get along without me nohow ; and it's true, she 
can't ! Well, I do wonder at her going with- 
out me now — so private-like ! ' 

Olive heard this, and it made her feel un- 
happy ; a strange feeling of dismay came over 
her. She had thought that, when once her 
stepmother was gone, she herself would be 
quite free to go where she liked — ^now it seemed 
to her that it would be quite useless to attempt 
to go to Bethnal Green, for Lady Brooke would 
be watching every avenue of approach to the 
district, and, no matter how she went, would 
pounce upon her at once, and straightway put 
all her plans and projects to abject confusion. 
She dressed herself plainly. With ' Bradshaw * 
in hand as her credentials, she left Kensington 
Square. None of the servants seemed to remark 
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her departure. Pearson, whom she met on the 
stairs, had evidently not been ordered to insist 
upon accompanying her. 

* Shall you be in at luncheon, Miss Brooke ? ' 
said the maid ; but when Olive said she thought 
not, Pearson had no amendment to propose. 
Olive felt that she was left to do what she 
liked. She looked back to see if she was 
watched or followed ; she saw that she was not. 
* First return. Mansion House,' she said boldly, 
proud of her knowledge, for she had never yet 
travelled by the Metropolitan Eailway; but 
when she got to the Mansion House she was a 
very long way from her journey's end, and as 
she drove in a rattling cab through the dreary 
streets, she felt them to be interminable. * They 
talk of the poverty and distress of the people at 
the East End,' thought she, * but how can they 
ever eat up all the food in these shops ? ' Pro- 
vision shops stared her in the face every mo- 
ment, and street succeeded street, and still she 
was far from her goal. 'Put me down at 
Mulberry Street, Bethnal Green. Ask your 
way, or do you know it ? ' said she to the 
driver. 
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* No. I can't say as how I do know it. It's 
not a part we're often asked to come to,' said 
he. * What number, Miss ? ' 

*I have forgotten the number. Put me 
down in the street — ^that will do.' 

It was two o'clock when the cabman de- 
parted, fiill of delight with her want of know- 
ledge of cab-fares. Mulberry Street ! She had 
found it ! And now she had an imdefined feel- 
ing that Providence would vouchsafe some 
guidance to her — ^would give her some clue to 
the house. She held her ' Bradshaw ' well in 
sight, and walked from one end of the street to 
the other, waiting for the mysterious prompting, 
which she was firmly resolved not to disregard. 
It was a long street, cut in half by a great dis- 
mal main thoroughfare. Olive crossed this, and 
walked to the very end, but had no feeUng 
about any of the houses except thankfulness 
that she had not to Uve in any of them, and, as 
she walked back, her way was illumined by 
no heaven-sent intuition. She had carefully 
studied the names on all the house-doors and 
shops, but that of Deanham did not meet her 
eyes: When she had traversed both sides of 
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the street, she began to work in a new way. 
She ran after a postman whom she saw, and 
asked him if he knew the name. He almost 
thought he had noticed it on some of his letters, 
but could make no statement more precise. 
The. policemen were ignorant — the provision 
shops the same ; so then she thought she would 
inquire from door to door. It was a trying 
thing for a girl like Ohve, who had scarcely 
ever been out alone even in the West End, 
suddenly to find herself exposed to all the 
incivilities of busy folks at the East. She came 
to a house which seemed to be inhabited by a 
number of lodgers — a woman in one of the 
downstairs-rooms tried to help her. ' Name of 
Deanham wanted, do you say, Miss ? ' said she. 

* There's no demons here, it is to be hoped,* 
cried a tailor, who was sitting on a table, 
working as if life depended on every stitch that 
he put in. 

' Deanham ! Deanham ! ' cried Ohve, most 
eagerly, but all in vain. 

* The relieving officer might know,' said the 
woman, * or the parish doctor.' 

*ril try them if no other way succeeds. 
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Will you make some inquiries for me? I 
may come in again on my way back.' The 
woman promised, and so did an afiable green- 
grocer who had drawn near. 

* Deanham, did you say, Miss ? ' said a tall, 
lanky, ill-favoured youth in another doorway, 
and he and his mother and two unpleasant- 
looking sisters came to talk, but Olive soon 
found that they knew nothing. Patiently she 
once more went from the bottom of the street 
to the top, lingering here, questioning there, 
but hearing nothing anywhere. She was weary 
and terribly disappointed — ^her feet ached, and 
she was faint with hunger. It was now nearly 
five, and she had not eaten anything since 
early morning. She saw a shop which was 
clean enough to inspire partial confidence, and 
went to buy herself some biscuits. While 
eating, she used her opportunity and asked the 
shopkeeper some questions — but he, too, had 
nothing to tell her. 

' How much do I owe you ? ' said she, in 
haste to go ; but when she put her hand into 
Jier pocket for her purse, it was gone — ^some of 
jthe more urbane part of the population who 
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had listened to her inquiries with politeness, 
had also relieved her of the trouble of carrying 
such a weight. She was aghast, and cried, 
* My purse has been stolen ! ' and she looked so 
unhappy that the man believed her. 

* Was there much in it ?' he asked. 
*Some silver — I don't exactly know how 

much ; ' and then she remembered that Lady 
Brooke had given her a five-pound note to pay 
a bill, and that was gone ; and, worse than all, 
her return ticket was gone too ! 

' What shall I do ? ' cried she. 

' So far as the biscuits are concerned, Miss 
— ^you have only eaten one, and you are wel- 
come to it,' said he, and thought he had per- 
formed rather more than the whole duty of 
man. 

* But my ticket — what shall I do ? ' 

He put the lid on the biscuit-tin, and then 
set it rather noisily in its place on the shelf. 
She was not to have the run of that tin any 
longer. Olive saw that he would not willingly 
lend her money to buy a new ticket, and did 
not choose to expose herself to a refusal. 
*Give me your name and address,' said she, 
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* and I will pay for my biscuit by letter. I will 
walk home, I think/ Murmuring something 
about, * Very sorry, Fm sure, but really there 
are so many impostors about,' he let her go. 
She set her face westward, and was just going 
to sink into complete despair, when she remem- 
bered that she was undergoing this for her 
mother's sake, and was reconciled at once, and 
strong to suffer ; and then she remembered 
that she had no need to walk home — she 
could take a cab, and pay the man at the 
journey's end — only, cabs were scarce in Mul- 
berry Street. Feeling now more at ease about 
her return home, she thought she might ven- 
ture to make a few more inquiries for Mrs. 
Deanham, and did so, but with no better 
result ; and at last she thought she must delay 
no longer. It was half-past five, and as yet 
she had not seen a single cab. There was 
nothing for it but to lu^ge her poor tired feet to 
fresh exertion. Suddenly, about a hundred 
yards in front of her, she saw a gentleman — ^he 
came quickly out of one of the poorest houses 
in Mulberry Street. She seemed to know his 
figure, and looked again with eager hope — ^he 
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half turned, and she saw that it was Mr. 
Ardrossan. 

She tried to overtake him; but he was 
walking so quickly that, do. what she might, 
she could not lessen the distance between them. 
Her very desire to stop him seemed to paralyse 
her power of movement — she could neither run 
nor call. A carriage drove into the street — it 
was his — and in another moment he would 
have been gone, had she not raised her hand as 
a signal to the coachman, and he waited till she 
came up. Mr. Ardrossan put his head out of 
the carriage to see why he did not drive on, 
and to his amazement saw Olive, who, too 
much out of breath to speak, was standing in 
distress and confusion on the pavement near 
him. She blushed when she saw how surprised 
he was, and exclaimed, * Oh, how thankful I am 
that I have met you!' and then a slight 
twitching of the muscles of her mouth showed 
that her excitement was inchned to take the 
form of tears. 
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CHAPTER XXXin. 

Who shall account for the love that is lost 7 — Joaquin Milleb. 

He was out of the carriage in a moment, and 
by her side. 'Dear Miss Brooke/ said he, 
* what can I do for you? Only tell me, and 
it shall be done/ 

Olive began to speak, but was ashamed to 
say, * Lend me a shilling to buy another ticket,' 
and hesitated. * I have had such bad adven- 
tures,' said she at length ; ^ I will not keep you 
standing till I tell you all, but the worst is that 
my purse has been stolen from me, and my 
railway ticket is in it, and now— don't laugh at 
me — I am here in this dreadfiil place, and can't 
get home ! I have been trying to find a cab, but 
cabs don't seem to come here.' ^ 

*But I hope, you will allow me to take you 
home,' said he. * Please do; I am rewarded 
for coming here to-day, when I was half in- 
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clined to go somewhere else, by having this 
chance of being useful to you.' 

* If you wiU kindly take me as far as a cab- 
stand — that would be best — ^I could go back to 
Kensington in a cab — ^money does not matter 
when you are going home.' 

* Oh, no ; I wish you would let me take you 
the whole distance. It would be such a pleasure I 
I don't often have a talk with you.' 

Olive made no further opposition; she 
thought the simplest and best course was grate- 
fully to accept his kind offer. He made her 
get into the carriage. She dropped into her 
place like one who was thoroughly weary. She 
looked pale, and he could see that she was 
utterly dispirited. * You have been trying to 
find your Bethnal Green correspondent^ and 
have tired yourself to death,' said he. 

^ Yes,' replied Olive ; but she felt not a httle 
embarrassed. 

* Why not let me help you ? ' 

* Indeed, I would in a moment — ^I am most 
anxious to do so ; but it is something I do so 
^ant to keep secret,' she said faintly. 

* If you dare trust me with so much of your 
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secret as is necessary to enable me to be of some 
assistance to you,' said he, ' I promise you faith* 
fully to keep all that you tell me^secret, and to 
inquire no further — ^but don't let me persuade 
you against your better judgment.' 

* It is such a strange secret— one so difficult 
to talk about,' pleaded poor Ohve. How could 
she speak to anyone of her mother, and of the 
terrible thing that was said of her I 

' Then, do not distress yourself,' said he. 

* But you will think it so strange of me to 
refuse.' 

* Nearly everyone living has some secret 
which he longs to keep hidden from all. I may 
ask you one thing, though — ^have you been 
successful in your search ? ' 

Two bright tears swam in Olive's eyes — ^she 
looked down to hide them, and could only 
answer by a hopeless shake of the head. 

' Well, dear Miss Brooke, remember that, if 
you like to entrust me with the name of the 
person whom you wish to find, my Scripture- 
reader shall visit every house in Mulberry 
Street, and it is impossible for him to fail. He 
is a poor man himself, and knows all the people 
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in the place quite intimately. He would have 
a far better chance of success than anyone 
else/ 

* Thank you/ said Olive, who instinctively felt 
that her new fiiend was one in whom absolute 
rehance might be placed ; * the woman's name 
is Deanham — Hannah Deanham. She wrote to 
me from Mulberry Street, as you know ; but I 
have been to every house to-day, and no one 
can tell me anything about her. She can't live 
there ! ' 

' In two days' time, at the latest, you shall 
hear whether she is to be found or not, and no 
one shall know that you are interested in the 
search. The inquiry shall be made in my name, 
and I am constantly making inquiries of this 
kind.' 

' Thank you,' again said Olive. Then she 
added impetuously, * Mr. Ardrossan, don't think 
I don't trust you — ^I really should like to tell 
you all — I want help terribly, and know you 
would help me more kindly than anyone else 
would, except my Uncle Kichard, and I am not 
allowed to talk to him.' 

She saw Mr. Ardrossan's look of surprise, 
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and added, • My aunt does not like me to talk 
to him of this — ^he is too ill to be worried about 
painful things.' 

Mr. Ardrossan's face showed so evident a 
desire to help, and yet such a strong determina- 
tion not to embarrass Olive by pressing his 
services upon her, that she could not but say, 
*I will tell you all I can; you will think it 
strange of me to change my mind, but it seems 
so mean only to tell you half a secret when you 
are so kind, and yet I can't tell you quite all.' 
He smiled, and his smile was a very pleasant 
one. She began : ' Some one related to me was 
accused of a crime, and I believe falsely accused. 
I know nothing of the story — ^my aunt in 
Harley Street would not tell it to me — ^and I 
don't want to know it until I can prove it to be 
false ; but for many reasons I am certain that 
the accused person was innocent. I had thought 
so for some time before I received that letter 
from this Hannah Deanham, asking me to meet 
her. She said, if I would meet her, she would 
put me in possession of every proof of innocence 
that I could wish. Isn't it hard that everything 
has turned out so badly ? ' 



Digitized by 



Google 



88 TEE LEADEN CASKET. 

Mr. Ardrossan was sufficiently acquainted 
with Olive's family history to be quite aware 
what she referred to. He was silent for a 
moment, and then he said, ' But you did meet 
her?' 

'No. I am not my own mistress. She 
made two appointments with me, and I some- 
times think that I was very cleverly prevented 
from keeping either — ^now you see how im- 
portant it is to find her.' 

'She shall be found,' he said earnestly. 
' But how did you happen to destroy her letter 
with the proper address ? That was most un- 
fortunate ! ' 

' It was. I was obliged to destroy it, and 
in a moment, or it would have been seen ; I 
had not even time to look at it. Now I have 
told you as much as I ought to tell you at 
present, but I must ask you on no account to 
let anyone know that I have spoken to 
you of this — especially not Lady Brooke.' 

'No one shall know. But how am I to 
tell you the result of the inquiries I am about 
to make ? ' 

' Write a line to me to Kensington Square/ 
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He nodded, and said, *Now forget about 
this — ^it is not good to dwell on painful sub- 
jects — ^let us talk about our friend Morri- 
son/ Olive blushed ; almost for the first time 
that day she remembered what had happened 
the night before* 

* He has been at St. Hilda's,* continued Mr. 
Ardrossan, looking at her pretty face with 
considerable uneasiness because of its change 
of colour. * Did he tell you if he had done 
anything there ? * 

* No ; he did not.' 

' Did he say whether he was going back ? ' 

* No. I do not know what he is going to do.' 
Mr. Ardrossan continued to talk of Morri- 
son — ^he particularly wished to know whether, 
as the saying goes, there was anything between 
Olive and his friend, or not. He piqued him- 
self on being able to discover this by infallible 
signs after a very short conversation, and 
thought he did discover that there was nothing. 
Why did this discovery give him so much 
pleasure? — ^why did Olive's recent confidence 
make him so proud and happy? 

He began to talk of other things. Olive 
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listened with delight, and though the way was 
long and the streets were most monotonously 
dull, she thought they got into a part of the 
town that was familiar to her much more 
quickly than she had anticipated. She was 
happy about her mother, for now she felt 
confident that she should establish her inno- 
cence. Mr. Ardrossan, who was strong and 
wise and practical, had promised to help her, 
and no one living could give such effectual 
help as he. She was perfectly satisfied to 
leave the matter in his hands, and for the first 
time for many weeks was able to feel interest 
in other things. He had always admired her, 
but to-day she was unusually beautiful. More 
than once lately he had seen her looking care- 
worn and ill; never had he seen her more 
depressed than when she entered his carriage. 
Now he had the delight of being able to tell 
himself that this return to ease, and even 
gaiety, dated from the time when he had 
promised to devote himself to the task of 
helping her. He was perfectly right : she had 
not enjoyed anything for months as she was en- 
joying this conversation ; her eyes were bright. 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE LEADEN CASKET. 41 

and gradually a faint rosy flush of pleasure 
overspread her face. * Ah, Mr. Ardrossan I ' 
she exclaimed when her long drive was all 
but over, *you have made me forget all my 
troubles. I have never once thought of them 
since you promised to help me.' 

He looked delighted, and began to thank 
her for what she had said ; but soon he checked 
himself — there was such a danger of saying 
a little more than he ought. Against his 
will, his speech turned into a rather cold as- 
surance of the gratification it gave him to be 
of any service to her. And, that said, he 
became very silent, and thought with bitter 
pain of the forty-and-five years which had 
already been lived- by him, and which now 
seemed to thrust themselves so suddenly into 
such disagreeable prominence, and do their 
wretched utmost to make him fed that he 
belonged to an entirely different generation 
from the bright girl by his side. 'She is 
thinking me old enough to be her father,' 
said he to himself ; ' that's why she speaks to 
me with such unguarded frankness. She 
would not tell a young fellow like Morrison 
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that he had made her forget all her troubles. 
She looks on me as she looks on her uncle in 
Harley Street; but with this in my favour, 
that she may talk to me — ^that it won't hurt 
me. Poor child ! words like those of hers 
do hurt men sometimes, even though they have 
reached a mature age. I am supposed to have 
got beyond the age of sentiment.' Presently 
he remembered that he ought not to be so 
silent, and said, * If we have the good fortune 
to find Hannah Deanham, I should like you 
to allow me to do all that is done to conduct 
the business fiirther. Bethnal Green is a long 
way off, and not a very nice place for a young 
lady like you ; besides, people of her class 
are sometimes rather diflScult to deal with.' 
He carefully toned down his speech to mere 
benevolent friendliness — ^he wished to place 
this matter on a purely business-like footing. 
Seeing that she was just a little slow in answer- 
ing, he added, * If you can trust me to do this, 

I will act for you as if you were my own ' 

he hesitated, the sacrifice of saying * daughter ' 
was too gigantic for him — he made the attempt, 
but it ended in his using the word ' sister.' 
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*I do trust you most thoroughly/ said 
OKve, looking in his handsome face, as she 
spoke, with such a pretty expression of implicit 
reUance that he felt nearly beside himself ; * and 
I am so thankful to you too. I have been very 
unhappy about this for a long time — ever since 
I first knew about it; and I am so entirely 
without the comfort of having one single person 
to whom I can speak. You don't know how 
strange it is to go about with something like 
this, which is very important and very dreadful 
to think about, filling your mind, and you not 
able to speak of it to anyone.' 

* Dear Miss Brooke,' said he, * if you will 
pay me the great compliment of trusting me, I 
will do my best to be worthy of confidence. If 
there is anything you want done, will you em- 
ploy me ? ' 

* Indeed I will,' replied OHve earnestly. 
' Thank you most heartily for allowing me to 
do so. Now that I have you to advise me I 
feel quite happy; for, even if I fail, I shall 
know that everything has been done that could 
be done.' 

This was aU that could be desired ; but hov 
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rarely does happiness come in a perfect form ! 
In a minute or two more she was assuring 
him that having him to talk to was quite as 
good as having her Uncle Eichard I 

* Forty-five/ thought he, ' that is my age ; 
and yet, if she would overlook, the disparity 
between us, I am absolutely certain that I could 
make her a thousand times happier than any 
young fellow going — but then she would have 
to love me first. I wonder whether such a 
thing is possible?' 

By the last post on the night following, 
Olive received a letter from Mr. Ardrossan to 
say that he and his Scripture-reader had devoted 
the whole of that day to the inquiry after 
Hannah Deanham, and that they had made a 
thorough search in every house in Mulberry 
Street and near it, but no such person was 
there, or had been there, for many months. 
He promised to bear the subject in mind, and 
to continue his investigations in the neighbour- 
hood; but in the meantime he advised Olive 
not to think too much of the letter she had 
received — such letters were frequently written 
merely with the object of extracting money 
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from those to whom they were sent, and were 
totally false and untrustworthy. This might be 
one of that kind. His letter was extremely 
kind ; but Olive felt a weight of pain fall on her 
as she read it — ^she had not till then realised 
how close to her heart lay the desire to clear 
her mother's reputation. How could she ever 
bear the anguish of living with this dark stain 
on her life ? She read Mr. Ardrossan's letter 
once or twice. It was clear that he thought 
Hannah Deanham's letter was the production 
of a mercenary impostor — ^how terrible it would 
be if she herself were at length compelled to 
believe the same thing ! The shock this letter 
gave her was most unexpected and bitter — ^she 
had been buoyed up all day with hope — ^she 
had been so certain that Mr. Ardrossan would 
be successful. 

And while Olive was sitting in a dark cor- 
ner in Mrs. Ullathome's drawing-room, far too 
miserable to look up or turn to the light, Lady 
Brooke was lying back in the most comfortable 
chair that was to be found in the best room of 
the best hotel in Liverpool. She had drawn it 
close to a bright fire, had made the waiter 
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bring her a small table on which were set the 
wax candles which would soon play such an 
appreciable part in her bill ; beside these were 
two yellow-backed French novels, a box of 
chocolate, and a plate with some cut lemons — 
she had read somewhere that lemons prolonged 
Ufe, and to her life was sweet. To her the 
world was a perfect one ; and life, so long as 
she could manipulate it a little, perfect also. 
Who could have been happier than she, as, 
loosely clad in a warm fur-lined dressing-gown, 
with her feet in fur-lined sUppers, she lay back 
basking in the consciousness of having just con- 
ducted an extremely difficult and important 
piece of business to a fortunate and thoroughly 
successful conclusion ? It was now more than 
a year since she had received an intimation 
which a fidgety or unnecessarily nervous person 
might have suffered to destroy all her peace. 
Lady Brooke had of course not been untouched 
by this warning : it had had the effect of bringing 
her to England ; but she had not come to Eng- 
land in such a state of alarm and anxiety that 
she had been imequal to the task of coping 
with the threatened danger when it presented 
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itself. On the contrary, she had retained the 
command of all her faculties — she had been 
cool, collected, and capable from first to last, 
and the glorious result was this — ^that very day 
she had taken Hannah Deanham on board a big 
Cunard steamer bound for New York, and had 
seen it steam away with her ! — she had for ever 
silenced and got rid of the woman — ^the only 
hving person who had it in her power to injure 
her. Now she feared no one, and could only 
think with delight of all that she had done 
during the last twelve months. Another woman 
would have lost heart when she heard that 
Hannah Deanham had set out from Australia for 
the purpose of revealing all that she knew. Lady 
Brooke felt no fear at all, provided she could get 
speech of the woman. She perfectly understood 
her character. She had not come back from any 
wish to do right, but simply because she wanted 
more money — ^give her money, and she would 
again go away as she had gone before. The 
last sum paid her had kept her away nearly 
twenty years — ^the same sum repeated would 
have the like effect — ^in twenty years more she 
might come or go as she chose — ^most of those 
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who were now interested in hearing her story 
would then be beyond reach of being affected 
by it. It had been rather a wrench to part 
with the large sum of money required to bribe 
Hannah Deanham to take her departure ; but 
such sacrifices have to be made sometimes, and 
to grieve over them is to double the pain they 
give you. Hannah Deanham was now rolling 
on the open sea, and Lady Brooke trusted to 
her promises so implicitly that she never once 
wished that the ship which contained her would 
go to the bottom. That worry was gone out 
of Lady Brooke's life for ever I She would 
now go back to her husband. She would tell 
him of all that had been done for OUve — how 
beautiful she was, how much admired, and how 
certain to marry ; and if after that he still con- 
tinued to be so tiresome and so unhappy about 
her. Lady Brooke did not intend to let his low 
spirits affect hers as before. She would hence- 
forth live more for herself. And so she sat the 
live-long evening through, and read her book 
and was happy. The danger which had so 
greatly threatened her was overpast — why 
should she not be happy? Happy she was — 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE LEADEN CASKET. 48 

nay, even gay — and once she laughed aloud, and 
laughed again with pleasure at the sound of her 
own meny voice, and this time her mirth was 
prompted by the thought that perhaps this 
very day, poor, silly, wool-gathering Olive was 
wandering, footsore and imsuccessful, from 
house to house in Mulberry Street, Bethnal 
Green, seeking in vain for the writer of that ill- 
written letter, of which Lady Brooke was now 
almost certain that she herself had read more 
than the person for whom it was intended. 
' Poor, silly goose of a girl,' she said to herself; 
' I gave her a tolerably plain hint that if she 
went she would certainly lose her labour ! I 
hope she did go — ^it will teach her not to have 
plots and schemes which she is not clever enough 
to manage. I shall always be amused when I 
remember her fiitile efforts that day to get out 
to meet Hannah Deanham. How stupid she 
was ! she had two splendid chances, and lost 
both ! K she had only had the sense to walk 
across the square to Gloucester Koad Station as 
I should have done, she would not have been 
caught by me in King Street. Never shall I 
forget how dismayed she looked when she saw 
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me! She really is a charmingly pretty girl, 
but no one can say that she has the least con- 
trol over her features — ^you can always see 
what she is thinking — and then she actually let 
me get to the Carmelite Church first ! — ^Hannah 
Deanham and I were just going into the passage 
to Palace Gardens, when the Eaymonds' carriage 
drove up with Olive ; but, then, one minute in 
advance is as good as fifty, when it is enough to 
make you safe.' 
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CHAPTEE XXXrV. 

Quand on n*a pas ce qa*on aime, il faut aimer ce qn'on a. 

Three weeks after that evening at Mrs. 
Brooke's, Morrison was on his way back to St. 
Hilda's, and most heartily he wished he had 
never left it. His journey had brought him 
nothing but vexation and weariness. He had 
of late thought far more about life and how to 
shape it than anyone is intended to think — of 
that he was convinced. For the future, he 
would trouble himself with no such perplexities 
— he had his work to do, and that was enough 
for him. He reached St. Hilda's about six— the 
evening was dull, the sea leaden ; nothing was 
bright but Mrs. Pickering's face, nothing warm 
but her welcome. He was glad to get back. 
His books and sketching folios were lying about, 
the rooms looked very homelike, and after 
dining comfortably he sat down to read. After 
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a while a most unaccustomed sound met his 
ears; some one next door was playing the 
Pastoral Sonata. 

*0h, deary me I' cried Mrs, Pickering, 
who chanced to be in the room at the time, * I 
never once thought of that happening I I might 
have sent word that you were expected, and 
then I am very siu-e and certain you would 
never have been plagued with any music/ 

* Plagued I Mrs. Pickering ! it is magnificent. 
It is Miss Keithley who is playing, I suppose? ' 

* Yes, it's her, FU be bound for it ; but she'd 
never have set that pianny open if she'd ha' 
known you were here. She's well aware you 
don't like music — ^I tell't her myself you didn't, 
and she must have seen you setting the organs 
off I' 

*Not like music! Organs and accordions 
are not music — ^I should be a barbarian if I did 
not like such music as that I ' 

* So the owld lady next door said, sir, when 
you were here before I— her servant girl told me 
she did ; but Miss Bose, sir, she said as how she 
was a bit of an artiss herself, and quite under- 
stood the artistic temperyment, and that you 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE LI14BEN CASKET. 63 

shouldn't have none of your work spoiled with 
listening to her playing whether you wanted it 
or not ! ' 

' And so she denied herself? ' 

' Indeed she did ! But she has made up for 
it since you left, sir. It's not a deal of penting 
can have been done by her ! She has sat for 
hours together at that pianny. Our Cuthbert he 
says he likes it, and it is good music, and he 
knows what good music is. But, lawk-a-mercy 
me, Mr. Merrison ; but it is mournful and dowly- 
like, and you hear it so fair ; and when all's said 
and done, it is more like the tune the old cow 
died of than anything else! For my part, I 
often wish her fingers would tire.' 

' How are the ladies next door, Mrs. Pick- 
ering?' 

' Oh, none so well, by all accounts. First 
the owld lady had a bad bout, and then the 
young one ; but I reckon the young one must 
have been a deal the worst, for she carries 
illness set on her face.' 

' I am very sorr y ' began Morrison. 

* Ay, so am I. I am sure she has been real 
bad.' 
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Morrison expressed great regret, and felt 
it ; but then he was silent, for he w<anted to 
listen to the sonata, and said so. Mrs. Picker- 
ing unwillingly retreated. Miss Keithley played 
the Toccata of Galuppi and then shut the piano. 
To think that she had foregone such a delight 
as her music must be to her, for his sake I It 
was another proof of her unselfishness. He 
felt a strong wish to thank her, and scribbled a 
line to Mrs. Keithley to ask if he might run in 
for half an hour during the evening to shake 
hands with them. His note was only a civil 
formaUty, as he had a standing invitation for 
the evening; but as they had both been ill, 
and he himself away, he did not like to presume 
upon it. Soon came an answer. ' Mrs. Keith- 
ley regrets that she is unable to receive Mr. 
Morrison this evening. She is not quite well, 
which Mr. Morrison must kindly accept as her 
excuse.' He threw the note down with a slight 
feeling of disappointment ; but a minute or two 
afterwards he picked it up again to see if he 
was right in fancying that it was very stiffly 
worded. It did seem so. Perhaps they were 
annoyed with him for going away so abruptly 
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without a word of warning ; but he had written 
a line from London to say that he had felt a 
sudden desire to get back there for a week or 
two, but meant to return to St. Hilda's^ and 
hoped to see them again when he did. They 
had no right to be offended with that. He 
resolved to pay a formal call next day, well 
within the limits of the prescribed hours, and 
then make his peace. 

He did call. Miss Keithley had gone out ; 
Mrs. Keithley was not very well. He felt sorry 
not to see them, and went for a long walk. 
Next day, for the first time, he ventured to 
look at his pictures. It is always a terrible 
moment for an artist when he confronts a bit of 
his own work after an interval of time during 
which he has perhaps been allowing himself to 
think hopeftilly of it. That first glance after an 
absence reveals so much that had escaped the 
eye before. For once, he experienced no strong 
revulsion. He even began to work. The pic- 
tures were thoroughly dry and in a delightful 
state to paint on, and he never stirred from 
that room for ten days, except for meals. Even 
at night he was occupied with them ; for night 
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and its comparative obscurity helped him to 
see the composition, and he could always find 
enough to do in studying parts. At last they 
were done, and he had the strength of mind to 
see that they were so, and took his hat and 
went to make another call next door. While 
he was standing outside, he could not help 
wondering why his friends had left him so long 
without taking any notice of him— he had not 
had time to think of this before. It was more 
than ten days since he last called — ^he had 
already tried to see them twice — ^if they could 
not admit him when he offered a visit, why not 
fix a time when they could? 

* The ladies are out driving,' said the ser- 
vant. Morrison had nothing to do, now that 
his pictures were finished ; so, rather by chance 
than by choice, he walked to the railway 
station. It is true that the view there was 
finer than almost anywhere else. He was 
standing under the portico, and looking across 
the river, when some one brushed past him 
with some boxes, and Morrison saw that they 
were addressed to Austerfield. The name 
startled him — so did the thought that Auster- 
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field was only twenty miles off. What if he 
were to go there ? — the train was just starting — 
he could stay there all night, spend a long day, 
and then come back to St. Hilda's and pack 
his pictures and return to London. In five 
minutes he was on his way — in an hour and a 
half he was there. He had not seen the village 
since he was fifteen — ^it had disappointed him 
then — he did not expect to admire it. more 
now ; but nevertheless he had a strong wish to 
go there. 

Next day he came back, having spent a 
long morning in visiting every field which he 
and Olive had frequented as children, and in 
gathering nearly every flower which he could 
find in them. These he packed in a basket 
which he carried to the station, and at once 
despatched to her. 

He was walking along the quay to his 
lodgings, when he saw the two Keithleys in 
a carriage. He stopped to speak, and was 
shocked to see that Miss Keithley looked very 
ill — almost as ill as her aunt. ' I have been 
wishing so to see you ! ' cried he. ' May I not 
do so?' 
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* Oh, certainly,' said Miss Keithley kindly. 
The older lady began to say something which 
did not sound so encouraging. He pretended 
not to hear it — ^he was determined not to let 
her be offended with him without a cause — ^he 
would insist on hearing what was amiss, and 
set it straight at once. 

* You are going home now?' said he ; 'may 
I come in for a few minutes presently ? I want 
to bring you these primroses,' he added, show- 
ing a large bunch which he had in his hand, and 
which, up to that moment, he had most cer- 
tainly meant to keep for himself. * I have been 
in the country — I had no idea they were out 
till I saw them.' 

His visit was accepted, and he went. Mrs. 
Keithley received him. * My niece is tired,' said 
she ; ' you will kindly excuse her.' 

Morrison thought this very odd — he fancied 
that he could observe that Mrs. Keithley wished 
to prevent his renewing his acquaintance with 
her niece. *I was sorry to see that Miss 
KeithlejT looked very pale,' said he ; * I trust 
she has not been seriously ill ? ' 

* She has been rather ill,' replied the lady, 
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in a manner which distinctly showed that she 
wished to cut his inquiries short. 

'Has she been able to go on with her 
picture ? ' 

' No ; I don't think she has done much to 
it — ^but I don't know much about what she 
does before I am up/ 

* Oh^ by-the-by,' exclaimed Morrison, who 
was determined not to be frozen by Mrs. 
Keithley until he had said all that he wished, 
— ' one thing I should like to beg her not to 
give up, and that is her music I I had no idea 
that Miss Keithley was such a mujddan. From 
something that my landlady has told me, I am 
very much afraid that Miss Keithley has denied 
herself the pleasure of using her piano on my 
account. It is very kind of her to think of me ; 
but will you be so kind as to tell her that I am 
passionately fond of music, and hers could never 
be anything but a delight to me ? ' Seeing that 
Mrs. Keithley's aspect was severely cold, he 
continued : ' I speak in this way because Mrs. 
Pickering told me that Miss Keithley did not 
play because she was afraid of disturbing me. 
I feel extremely sorry if this is really the case.' 
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* Eose always does think far too much about 
other people I It is very foolish of her — ^it's 
ridiculous I No one thanks her for it.' 

' I thank her most sincerely I She meant to 
do me a great kindness/ 

A faint indication of a desire to sneer ap- 
peared on Mrs. Keithley's thin lips. Morrison 
saw it, and said hastily, * Mrs. Keithley, I wish 
you would tell me why you are angry with me ? ' 

' I am not angry with you — young people 
know their own minds best.' Here she paused, 
as if intending to say no more ; but suddenly, 
and as if in spite of herself, she burst out with, 
* However, I should have thought that intimate 
as we were, and seeing each other so frequently, 
and you engaged, too, to come in after tea that 
very evening — ^it was not quite the thing — ^not 
exactly in the best of taste, to go off as you did, 
and stay away so long, and never send a line to 
explain your conduct until nearly a week had 
passed by.' 

' But, Mrs. Keithley, I told you in my letter 
from London — ^I am very sorry if I was so long 
in writing it, I am sure — ^I did not know I was — 
my head was so full of other things — ^I told 
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you in that letter that I had been unexpectedly 
called away to London. I really don't see 
why that should make any difference in your 
kindness to me.' 

* Well, I don't know, I am sure ' (How 

Morrison wished she were a little bit more lady- 
like ! — ^but he had no idea how much worse she 
was going to be, or how soon the thin veneer 
of conventional manners rubs off those whose 
politeness is not part of themselves.) ' In my 
young days young gentlemen did not run after 
young ladies, and take long solitary walks with 
them, and come to see them almost every night 
of their hves, and seem to be so happy in their 
company, unless they meant something by it. 
You say that your head was so fidl of something 
else that you forgot to write to us for nearly a 
week. Now, I say that, considering how you 
had been going on here, your head had no 
business to be ftill of anything else ! However, 
though we might be foolish when you were 
here before, don't say that we had anything to 
do with bringing you back now. You can't say 
that we have either of us lifted a finger to bring 
you back this time ! ' 
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Morrison was so amazed that' he could not 
speak. The thought which first came mto his 
mind was, is it possible that Miss Keithley 
knows that her aunt is speaking thus? The 
idea was horrible to him — ^but he dismissed it 
as impossible. He drew a long breath of utter 
dismay. He had a chivabous veneration for all 
women — ^he would have sacrificed much that 
he cared for rather than Mrs. Keithley should 
have dropped thus fi-om the high place he had 
assigned to her in common with the rest of her 
sex. 

' You surprise me,' said he. * I had no idea 
whatever that I was behaving ill. I have a great 
regard for Miss Keithley. I did not think it 
wrong to show that I had. CSrcumstances 
threw us together more intimately than is usu- 
ally the case, but I do not feel that I have 
behaved ill. Does she think that I have ? ' 

* No ; of course not. At least, I have no 
idea what she thinks. She is a meek-spirited, 
uncomplaining creature, just made, as it would 
appear, to have her heart broken. So am I. 
In a general way, I am as meek as the rest ; 
but when it comes to ruining the happiness of 
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anyone whom I love as I love my niece Bosa- 
mond, I must say what I think.' 

' May I ask if Miss Keithley knows that you 
are speaking to me on this subject ? ' 

* Certainly not I She would never forgive 
me if she did ! It would kill her. I should 
never have dreamed of saying anything to you 
if you had not brought it on yourself ; but you 
appear to wish to come back as usual, and the 
only way to prevent it seems to be to let you 
know why I don't wish it. I am only speaking 
as a woman of the world — that's all.' 

Disagreeable and serious as thiis conversation 
was, when she said this, Morrison could have 
smiled. The widow of a retired law-stationer, 
who had spent her life, when well, as law- 
stationers' wives do — and, when ill, on the sofa 
of some second-rate lodging-house by the sea — 
was claiming to talk as a woman of the world ! 
This thought forced itself into his mind, but he 
was ashamed of it immediately. What did it 
signify whether she were a woman of the world 
or not? — the world to which she referred was 
not that by whose maxims he wished to square 
his conduct. 
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Before he could speak, the door opened and 
Miss Keithley came in. She had been requested 
to absent herself, but had been seized by a 
sudden fear that her aunt, whose sentiments 
with regard to Mr. Morrison she well knew, 
might be so unguarded as to express them to 
him. She glanced uneasily from Mrs. Keithley 
to Morrison — she saw by their faces that they 
had been talking very earnestly, and on some 
subject from which they could not readily 
divert their minds ; she felt ready to smk into 
the earth with shame. Mrs. Keithley was con- 
scious that she had gone too far, and said, 
* Now, Mr. Morrison, as my niece is here, you 
had better say to her what you have just been 
saying to me — about the music, I mean.' 

Morrison gladly seized on this chance of 
concealing the unpleasant situation, and heartily 
thanked Miss Keithley for her thoughtfiilness. 
She began to thmk that she had alarmed herself 
in vain, and that they had not been talking 
about anything so very particular after all. 
She spoke to him with her usual kindness, and 
he had no difficulty in perceiving that she did 
not wish him to feel that he had n any way 
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behaved ill to her. He rose to take leave. 
Mrs. Keithley looked uncomfortably conscious 
of what she had said, but, woman of the world 
though she was, could find nothing to say which 
would retrieve her position. When Morrison 
shook hands with her, he sincerely hoped that 
it was for the last time. Not so when he held 
out his hand to Miss Eeithley. As she placed 
hers in his, she said, ' I must bid you good-bye 
for some time, Mr. Morrison. I am leaving St 
Hilda's the day after to-morrow — I am going to 
London to stay with my Aunt Ullathome.* 

' In Kensington Square ? ' cried he in great 
surprise. 

*No; in Bethnal Green — ^her husband is 
rector of St. Dionysius'.' And Morrison went 
back to his lodgings thinking, 'Bosamond 
Keithley is a far-away cousin of Olive's ! ' 

All through that long evening his thoughts 
ran in the same groove in which they had run 
the night before he went to London and to 
Olive. Would that he had never gone ! He 
had then made up his mind that it would in 
every way be well for him to let himself love 
Eosamond Keithley. What had he gamed by 
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violently breaking away from that dedsion? 
Nothing, so &r as Olive was concerned ; and 
when Miss Keithley's white &ce rose up before 
his mind's eye, he was afraid that, even if he 
had gained anything, his gain would have been 
a loss. What would his ftiture life be to him 
if, so long as it lasted, he had to turn his 
thoughts away from one part of his past, as 
too painful to dwell on ? Henceforth he would 
always feel that a stain rested on his honour. 
He had thoughtlessly enjoyed the good which 
came in his way, without considering anyone 
but himself. He, a man whose heart was filled 
with love for another woman, had no right to 
seek the society of any girl so constantly as he 
had sought that of Eose Keithley. Night after 
night he had gone to her house, and she must 
naturally have felt that she herself was the 
object of his visits. He certainly would not 
have gone to see that aunt ! 

He had behaved very ill, and he knew it. 
Olive was hopelessly beyond his reach, he knew 
that too ; but how bitter it was to be obliged 
by honour thus suddenly to take a step which 
would irrevocably part him from her It was 
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his duty to take it He sat down and wrote a 
letter to Miss Keithley, folded it, and sealed it, 
and then he put it in his pocket and went out. 
For an hour or more he walked up and down 
the pier in the cold moonUght — ^the strongest 
wish of his heart was at war with the equally 
strong fiat of his conscience. He had made up 
his mind before, to try to win her love ; but he 
had meant to do it gradually, testing his own 
feelings as he went on, and being careful not to 
do or say anything which would make it dis- 
honourable for him to turn back, if he found 
they were insufficient. But now all was to be 
done at one plunge. He was at once to 
relinquish the dream of his life, which, even 
though he knew it was only a dream, had been 
a delight to him, and must be a delight no 
longer ; there was no help for it. It was after 
midnight when he walked slowly home ; and, 
as he passed the Keithleys' door, he noiselessly 
dropped his note into the letter-box. She would 
not know that it was there until next morning, 
but he would have the satisfaction of feeling 
that the thing was now beyond his control. 
* I have done what is right,' thought he, as he 
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entered his own door, 'but, as long as I live. Til 
never see that odious aimt of hers again ! ' 

It was late in the afternoon next day, and 
no answer had come to his note. * She must 
have received it,' he thought. * Surely she could 
have written an answer of some sort.* He 
went out, thinking, as he did so, that when he 
returned he would see a square note lying 
in the centre of his sitting-room table, and 
that on that note much depended. He chose 
the pier for his walk, because it was often the 
loneliest place in St. Hilda's. It was entirely 
deserted now. He walked along, enjoying the 
bright wintry sunshine, which shone on the 
white crests of the waves as they eagerly 
bounded in. He walked quite to the end of 
the pier before he saw that one person besides 
himself was there — ^Miss Keithley was leaning 
over the wall, watching something so intently 
that she did not know he was near her until he 
spoke. * What is it that you are looking at so 
earnestly?' said he; but, before she could 
answer, he saw for himself what it was. The tide 
was high, and two or three fishing-boats, which 
had gone out the evening before, were taking 
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advantage of it to come in ; but, while they 
themselves were still hidden from sight by the 
curve of the pier, their shadows were strongly 
thrown on the wall of the other pier, opposite. 
Spectral boats, manned by spectral sailors, 
danced buoyantly in, and soon came the real 
boats of which they were the precursors. 

* Are they not pretty ? ' said she ; * but they 
are rather ghostlike.' 

'Very!' said he; and then he added 
abruptly : * You have not answered my letter ! ' 

' I could not,' said she quietly. * It took 
me by surprise. I do not feel that you care 
for me in that way ! ' She did not look in his 
face, but her own showed that she was suf- 
fering acutely. * I am so afraid that my aunt 
said something to you yesterday which made 
you feel that you ought to do this. It was 
very wrong of her if she did — both wrong and 
absurd ! ' 

He could not bear to see her distress, and 
said hastily, * Do you remember the last walk 
we had together — from Eastwick Nab I mean ? ' 

' Yes, perfectly,' said she. 

'Well, the night after that I made up 
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my mind that the best thing I could do 
for my own happiness was to ask you to be my 
wife.' 

* For your own happiness ? ' she asked 
eagerly. She was in such terror lest Mns. 
Keithley should have impressed on him that 
this step was necessary for hers. 

* Yes ; for my own happiness. I thought so 
then, and I think so still. Now what do you 
say?' 

* I say, yes,' said she, in a low but very 
distinct voice, and she laid her hand in his. 
His closed on it in a firm grasp while he said 
very fervently, * And I will try to be worthy of 
you.* 

He did not go to see her that evening ; he 
felt as if he could never endure to see her aunt 
again: but next morning he went to the 
station to see her off. She looked very pretty 
and happy ; in her hand were the primroses 
he had gathered at Austerfield. * I'll see you 
on Saturday,' he said, as he put her into the 
carriage; for, as soon as his mighty packing 
was over, he was to follow her. 

* Good-bye, till Saturday, then,' said she; 
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and, as the trmn swept round a curve in the 
line and passed out of sight, he saw a hand 
waving a bunch of primroses in token of fare- 
well. He felt very strange. They were 
Olive's primroses, gathered in fields sacred 
to all true and loving memory of her, and 
he had given them to another. He himself 
was Olive's, and had given himself to another 
too ; but, as he walked back to Mrs. Pickering's, 
he still felt that he could not have done other- 
wise. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

Be thou armed for some unhappy words. 

Taming of the Shrew, 

Lady Bbooee had engaged lodgings in Wel- 
beck Street. She had no longer a house and a 
carriage and good old servants at her disposal, 
but was left to her own resoiurces. She was, 
however, happy in the thought that the work 
which she had come to England to do was done, 
and well done, and that in ten days more she 
would be on her way back to India. One 
morning Mrs. Vincent Eaymond came to take 
her a round of shopping. As the two ladies 
had a good deal to say to each other, they left 
Olive at home. *She looks ill, Honora,' ob- 
served Mrs. Eaymond, who caught sight of 
Olive as sie watched their departure from the 
window. ' Is she anxious about this new love- 
affair of hers? He is sure to propose, isn't 
he?' 
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^ Quite sure, I should say. When a man of 
his age takes a fancy to a girl, he is usually very 
much in earnest. He will make her a far better 
husband than Sir John Ellerton would have 
done. I am very glad she would have nothing 
to say to him.' The two ladies were referring 
to Mr. Ardrossan, whose visits had of late been 
very frequent. 

Hardly had Olive been alone ten minutes, 
before Lady Ellerton was announced. She had 
passed Mrs. Baymond's carriage in Oxford Street, 
and had seen the two ladies with their worldly 
heads bent together in the most earnest conver- 
sation, on which she had instantly resolved to 
make use of this opportunity of finding Olive 
alone. Olive was delighted to see her. She 
had long been most anxious to know if she was 
forgiven, and she saw forgiveness in every line 
of Lady EUerton's face. 

' You had my message, de^r ? ' said Lady 
Ellerton. Olive had received no message, and 
said so. Lady Ellerton shrugged her shoulders 
slightly, and said, * I wrote to Lady Brooke 
about six weeks ago. She asked me to dine 
with her, and I thought I had better decline 
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that, but I asked her to give my kindest love 
to you, and to say how thankful I was to you 
for remembering your promise to me. You 
chose the right course, dear — ^it was a thousand 
times better to cut away all hope at once.' 

* You are speaking of my going away to 
Harley Street when Sir John came to dine with 
us. I know it was rude, but if I had stayed 
he would have thought I wished to give him 
encouragement.' 

* Precisely. When he found you were gone, 
he at once understood what you meant. What 
is one sharp pain, to what he might have had 
to suffer if you had behaved as Lady Brooke 
wished ? ' 

*HowisSir John?' 

* Well, I thank you ; he is yachting in the 
Mediterranean, doing his best to forget you, 
dear.' 

' It makes me so miserable — ' began Olive. 

* It need not. He will, I hope, be happy 
yet, and you too, dear Olive — I ran in this 
morning to tell you that you had my best 
wishes ! Think of me as your friend. I shall 
always rejoice in your happiness as sincerely as 
I do now. Good-bye.' 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE LEADEN CASKET. 75 

Olive was slightly puzzled by this speech. 
She supposed Lady EUerton to be uttering 
benevolent wishes generally — she had no idea 
that that good lady had come on purpose to 
congratulate her on her engagement to Mr. 
Ardrossan, which in some circles was already 
spoken of as a settled thing. This visit was a 
great comfort to Olive, who went back to her 
music glad to think that she was forgiven. The 
door opened suddenly. She had been so intent 
on what she was doing, that she had not heard 
the bell. Mr. Ardrossan came in. He looked 
strange, and Olive saw in a moment that he had 
not come to pay a mere ordinary visit. 

* You are alone ? ' said he, coming rapidly 
forward ; * I was told you were. Miss Brooke, 
can you come with me at once to Bethnal Green? 
I have found the person of whom we have been 
so long in search — at least, I have foimd some 
one who is as important as she.' Olive's heart 
seemed to flutter and stand still — she looked 
too much astonished to speak. 

' Don't lose a moment. She wants to see 
you, and I promised to take you at once. Just 
flmg a shawl round you— my carriage is waiting, 
and we must lose no time.' 
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* Is she dying? ' said Olive with great hesi- 
tation. 

'No, not exactly — I mean, she will live 
some days longer, but she is dying/ Olive was 
ready directly. 

* Back to Mulberry Street,' cried Mr. Ar- 
drossan, and in another moment they were on 
their way. This had come so suddenly that 
poor Olive was almost ill with the shock. She 
sat with hands clenched together in the eflfort 
to bear the excitement quietly, but her eyes 
were anxiously fixed on Mr. Ardrossan. He 
grasped her hand for a moment reassuringly, 
and said, * Have no fear. I will tell you all 
that I know myself. Pamell — ^he is the Scrip- 
ture-reader — ^Pamell and I went on making 
inquiries, and as we had been so unsuccessful, 
and as you were still so certain that Mulberry 
Street was the right address, I began to puzzle 
my brains and try to think of every possible 
thing which could be working against us. You 
had told me that this Hannah Deanham said 
that she could supply ample proof of the inno- 
cence of the person in whom you are interested. 
She had therefore probably been a lady's maid. 
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or nurse, in your relative's family. She did not 
wish you to come to Mulberry Street, you said, 
but to communicate with her by letter. She had 
therefore some reason for keeping you away 
from her home or lodgings, and, though she 
signed herself Hannah Deanham, perhaps did 
not give you the name by which she was known 
there. Hannah Deanham may have been her 
maiden name, and she may have had two 
reasons for giving it to you — one to prevent 
your finding her in Mulberry Street if you went 
there to seek her, and the other to inspire you 
with confidence. I mean, supposing that you 
had gone to anyone who was acquainted with 
some of the circumstances which this woman 
professed to desire to tell you, and had asked if 
anyone of the name of Deanham was ever a 
servant in the house, you would naturally have 
received an answer in the affirmative, which 
would have made you inclined to trust her. 
This seemed the obvious reason, but I could not 
help letting my mind dwell on her odd prohibi- 
tion. Why should she tell you not to go to 
Mulberry Street? There seemed to be no 
reason why she should wish to keep you away 
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but one, and that was that there was some one 
there who was either extremely desirous that 
you should remain in ignorance of the things 
which this Hannah Deanham was offering to 
teU, or else much more anxious to do what was 
right and to tell the whole truth than she was 
herself. I fastened on the latter supposition at 
once, and acted promptly on the new idea* 
Hannah Deanham had a companion whom she 
did not wish you to see. Pamell and I began 
to look in every direction for a woman who 
had been a lady's-maid in a gentleman's family 
and who was now living in Mulberry Street 
with some mother, aunt, or sister. We did not 
seem to be on the right track till yesterday, 
when we heard of a poor woman who is very 
ill indeed and who seems to have no one to 
attend to her. She is a thorough invalid, and 
will never be well. She was nursed by a sister, 
it seems, until lately ; but I find that on the 7th 
of February this woman took it into her head to 
go off to America. Her name was Hannah — 
Hannah Wilkinson — and she had never said any- 
thing about going to America to the people in 
the house with her until just before she went/ 
Olive started. The 7th of February was 
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the day on wliich Lady Brooke had gone to 
Liverpool to take leave of a friend who was 
starting for America. * The 7th of February,' 
said she, * is the day I went myself to Bethnal 
Green to find Hannah Deanham — ^how strange 
it should be the day she left.' * But I should not 
have been allowed to go if she had still been 
there,' she added, for she remembered Lady 
Brooke's indifierence to her movements that 
morning. 

* Yes, but she went by the name of Hannah 
Wilkinson when there, and probably that is her 
name now — she is a widow.' 

* Tell me one thing,' said Olive imploringly; 
* you have found the sister : tell me, was my 
feeling true — ^is my mother — can this sister 
prove what I want her to prove ? ' 

He looked her very kindly in the face, and 
said, * I think so — I hope so — ^she says she can; 
but, dear Miss Brooke, I have respected your 
secret — ^I have not allowed her to speak of it 
to me. She told me that she could not die in 
peace imtil she had revealed a secret which has 
ruined the happiness of an innocent woman. 
Her great wish was to see you quickly, so I 
came for you at once.' 
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'Thank God! my prayer is heard!' said 
Olive ; and she covered her fiice with her hands 
and spoke no more till the carriage stopped, 
when she said in a frightened whisper, 'Are 
we there ? * 

He reverently helped her out of the car- 
riage, drew her hand within his arm, and took 
her up a very narrow, dark and dirty, staircase. 
He did not stop till they came to the door of a 
room on the third floor. Olive's heart sank 
lower and lower, and when he said, ' I will just 
speak to her and then go and wait for you in the 
carriage/ she could have grasped his arm in her 
terror, and have b^ged him not to go out of 
her sight ; but for her mother's sake she was 
brave. He took off his hat and knocked at the 
door. No one came, so he half-opened it^ and 
through the opening, Olive caught a glimpse ot 
a poorly furnished, miserable-looking room*. A 
square of fiided carpet lay on a by-no-means 
clean floor, a chest of drawers stood between 
two small undeaned windows. On the top of 
it was a toilet-cover placed awry, a looking- 
glass whose frame had given way, a shell-box, 
and a cracked bottle full of yellow drinking- 
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water. Mr. Ardrossan stood before Olive, and 
was speaking to some one inside : * Mrs. Gar- 
diner,' said he, * here is Miss Brooke. She did not 
lose a minute in coming to you when she heard 
that you had such a wish to speak to her.* He 
took Olive's hand and led her in, and then she 
saw a pale, wasted old woman, tightly wrapped 
up in a shawl which had been so often washed 
that all trace of its original colour or pattern 
had disappeared, and now it was a mere dingy 
grey. She was lying propped up with pillows 
on a gaily painted iron-bed. Her hair, which 
was pure white, was drawn back under a close- 
fitting white cap. Her face was a delicate oval, 
and there was a certain amount of refinement 
in her features ; but her eyes, once blue, were 
now dull and glazed, and she seemed to be 
half-blind. She turned to where Olive was 
standing, and said, * But I don't see her, sir. I 
see a lady there beside you, but she may be 
anybody. Come close, Mss, close — if you are 
like your mother, I shall know you at once.' 

Much as Olive shrank from the neighbour- 
hood of a woman who had, as she beheved, 
betrayed her poor mother so cruelly, she forced 

VOL. III. G 



Digitized by 



Google 



82 THE LEADEN CASKET. 

herself to go nearer to this unfortunate crea- 
ture, who thrust her wan face within an inch or 
two of her own, and peered into it with those 
terrible eyes which seemed to be more than 
half-dead already. She gazed thus for some 
time, and even stretched out a shrivelled hand 
to touch OKve's hair. OKve shuddered, but a 
warning glance from Mr. Ardrossan urged her 
to control her terror. 

*It's the same face. It's the same hair. 
Oh, many's the time that I have seen her go 
out dressed for a ball and have felt sure that no 
angel in heaven could be more beautiful. What 
she must have suffered I ' And, as she said this, 
the unhappy woman began to weep convul- 
sively. Two tears ran slowly down Olive's 
white face. She was standing by Mr. Ardrossan 
— ^by a look he tried to comfort her. 

* You must not think that I have brought 
you here to waste your time in watching me 
cry,' said Mary Gardiner at length. *No, I 
have prayed for this chance, and I've got it. I 
don't want to go into the Lord's presence with 
a crime on my conscience which I was too 
hardhearted to own to when I was alive. No 
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good will come of owning it now, but the Lord 
above us well knows that that's none of my 
feult/ 

* You had better try to collect your thoughts, 
60 as to be able to tell Miss Brooke exactly 
what you wish her to know. I will leave you 
now. Miss Brooke; you will find me in the 
carriage — ^I will wait as long as you like.' And, 
as Mr. Ardrossan said this, his eye wandered 
round the scantily-furnished room in search of 
a chair for Olive. Having found one he left 
them, and then Mrs. Gardiner spoke. 

* Miss Brooke, your name is Olive ? ' 

* Yes,' replied Olive faintly. 

* I know it is — ^I was your nurse. I was 
your mother's too — ^not from the beginning, but 
from the time when she was kind of growed 
up. I went to Wilburton Hall, which was her 
home, when she was ten years old, and Miss 
Alice eight. I left it with your mother about 
ten years after, when she married. I knew all 
her fiimily ; I remember the young gentleman 
who first courted her, whom we all thought 
she was going to marry. His name was lilbum ; 
he was as handsome a gentleman as ever st.epped, 
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and well liked by everyone, especially by us 
servants, and Miss Dorothy would have married 
him if Captain Brooke had not come forward. 
Not that his coming forward made your mother 
think less of Mr. Lilbum, who was her own 
choice. She was as fond of him as ever, but 
her father and mother thought that there was no 
comparison between the two gentlemen, and did 
their best to show Mr. Lilburn that he was not 
wanted. They made her give him up and 
marry Captain Brooke, and I went away with 
her as her maid. Captain Brooke was a very 
kind gentleman and fond of her, and, poor lady, 
she did her best to seem happy. I often think 
that they would have ended by being as happy 
a couple as any you see, if Miss Honora Cal- 
thorpe had not stayed so much in the house 
with them/ (Olive clenched her hands: she 
had felt this — she had known this — ^from the 
very beginning.) ' She was a school friend of 
your mother's, and had spent months upon 
months with her at Wilburton. She was at the 
wedding as chief bridesmaid, and there was not 
a servant in the house who did not say, when 
they came home from church that day, that one 
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of the bridesmaids would have liked to change 
places with the bride. There had been a great 
deal of talk about Miss Honora and Captain 
Brooke all along. Some of us maintained that 
she was very deep in love with him. She had 
been so, it was said, before she found out that 
he did not come to Wilburton for the sake of 
seeing her, but her friend. Miss Dorothy Ainsley, 
and when Miss Honora did discover the truth, 
she still hoped to turn him into a lover for her- 
self, because she knew that your mother was set 
on marrying this other gentleman. Miss Honora 
was terribly disappointed when she lost Captain 
Brooke, and could not quite hide it ; but it is 
my belief she felt nothing but the loss of his 
money and good prospects, for it was not in her 
to trouble herself much about any man who was 
not well off. Anyhow, she should never have set 
her foot in the house if I had been able to keep 
her out, but your mother was always kind to her 
— more's the pity, for she suffered for it. Miss 
Honora came far too much between husband and 
wife ; and though she was supposed to be your 
mother's friend, she always played the part 
of being your father's. When trouble came 
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she sided with him altogether, though none could 
have known so well as she how hard the poor 
young thing had tried to be a good, true wife.' 

*Mrs. Gardiner,' sobbed Olive, who felt 
utterly cast down by these words, * you are not 
going to tell me that my dear mother was not a 
good wife ? ' 

* Indeed I am not ! She did not love your 
father as a wife ought to do, but he knew that 
when he married her — he was not deceived — 
he would have her : but as for her being a bad 
wife in any other way, she was not, and I can 
prove it.' 

Olive almost shrieked, 'You can? You 
are sure ? I knew all that was said against her 
was false — ^but how can we prove it was ? — it 
is so terrible not to be able to do that !' 

' I can do it. Miss Ohve,' said Mrs. Gardiner, 
fedntly but firmly. 

' Oh, why did you not speak at the time, 
then ? Why did you let her be condemned ? ' 
groaned Olive. 

The sick woman shook her head, and said, 
' You shall hear how it was — wait. Miss Olive, 
imtil I tell you all.' 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

Well excused ! 
That thon didst love her strikes some scores away 
From the great Qomjg>t,—AlV» Well that Ends Well. 

*Tell me all, then,' said Olive, in a voice 
which no one would have recognised as hers. 

* I will, but my story will be a long one, 
and I have hardly strength to tell it. Six 
months after you were born, your father had to 
return to India, but your mother was not well 
enough to go with him. Your Uncle Frederick 
came to London to stay with her, and that's 
what brought on all the trouble. He was a 
very kind young gentleman, but, oh dear ! he 
was a foolish one. One bad thing which he 
did was to bring to the house that young 
lilbum who had been engaged to your mother. 
It was terrible thoughtless of him, but he did 
it. Your mother, poor lady, let your father 
know that Mr. Lilbum was coming a great deal 
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to see her, and your father he put his foot 
down at once, and said he would not have it ! 
So Mr. Lilbum was informed that he must come 
no more. Poor gentleman, he went away tell- 
ing your mother that as long as he lived he 
would go through fire and water to serve her, 
but he looked broken-hearted. The next thing 
silly Mr. Frederick did was something he had 
given his father a faithful promise he never 
would do— sign a bill for a friend. Major 
Clinton — ^that was his firiend's name — told Mr. 
Frederick that putting his name to the bill was 
a mere form, that the money he was signing 
for would never by any chance be required of 
him, and young Mr. Frederick, who ought to 
have had more thought of his promise, did sign, 
and then troubled himself no more about it. 
Three months afterwards he received a letter to 
say that the bill would be due on the 15th and 
must be paid on the 18th — ^they gave him three 
days' grace. I was sitting in your mother's room, 
with you, my sweet innocent, on my knee, when 
Mr. Frederick he danced into the room crying 
out, " Oho ! Oho ! Here's a nice bit of reading for 
a timid, young, faint-hearted gentleman to sit 
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down and enjoy ! " And your mother she took 
the letter and thought it very serious; but 
your uncle he caught it out of her hand and 
told her not to behave like a baby who did 
not understand business — he understood busi- 
ness himself, he said, and knew that this letter 
meant nothing. It had only been sent to him 
because he had signed the bill, but a similar 
notice had of course been sent to Major Clinton, 
who had drawn it. Major Clinton was the 
man who had to make the payment, he said, 
— he himself had nothing to do with it. Then 
your poor dear anxious mother looked up and 
said, "Go to Major Clinton, dear Fred, and 
then you will be quite sure that he under- 
stands his part of the transaction." At first 
Mr. Frederick would not, but she said so 
much to him that next day he did go. He 
went away whistling and tossing up his cap, 
but he came back looking a changed man, 
for Major Clinton had left the country, and it 
was pretty clear that he had taken himself 
off because he could not meet this bill. Your 
uncle was told that he must pay the thousand 
pounds or be made bankrupt ; but though he 
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had not fifty pounds in the world, lie was 
more afraid of his father's gettiog to know 
what had happened than of anything else. He 
ran upstairs to his own room and locked the 
door, and your mother ran after him, for he 
had said something which made her afraid that 
he was going to shoot himself. He would not 
open the door at first, but at last she got into 
the room and did her best to comfort him by 
telling him that she knew quite well how to 
raise the money ; but he just lay on the bed as 
if he had no hope left. She, poor thing, was 
ready at once with a plan to help him. She 
got together every bit of jewellery she had, 
and some of her things were really splendid. 
She tumbled all these into a bag and made 
my sister Hannah, who was her maid now that , 

1 was nurse, go with her to see if she could 
not raise the money on them. Dear lady, her 
feet were not made for goiog such errands, 
but she went to a jeweller's shop, and said what 
she had come to do. She was terrified when 
the man looked at her very suspiciously, as if 
he thought she had perhaps stolen what was 
in the bag, and asked for her name and 
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address. "I don't see that you need know 
that," she said. " Just count up what these 
jewels are worth, and let me have their value. 
I know they are very valuable." 

"We must have your name and address, 
madam," repeated the man, and he pulled out 
a book to write it down. " What we do is 
this : we take your address, and then we seal 
up your parcel with a note of the price which 
we intend to give, written outside it, and return 
it to you while we make inquiries. If, in the 
meantime, you break the seal, we retract our 
offer.' 

' " But why should you do that ? " said my 
lady. " Why should my breaking the seal 
make any difference ? " 

' " Because we should know that the con- 
tents of the parcel had been offered else- 
where." 

* " But if you do all this, when can I have 
the money ? " 

' " If you could call again in a few days' 
tune " 

' " Too late ! " cried your poor mother, " you 
must let me have the money at once." 
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* " It is our way of doing business," said the 
jeweller with great indifference ; and no more 
than that could be got out of him. 

' " They will all say the same thing to us, 
Hannah," said your mother to my sister as, 
much disappointed, she left the shop. Hannah 
told her that the pawnbrokers were the best 
people to go to, but the poor lady shook her 
head. Presently she recollected Mr. Lilbum, 
and that he had said he would go through 
fire and water to serve her ; so she made up 
her mind to go and ask him either to sell the 
jewels for her or to pawn them. She and 
Hannah saw him. Hannah never left your 
mother all the time she was talking to him. 
Hannah stayed with her while she waited in 
his room till he came back with the money. 
He was away for an hour or so, and after 
all was not able to get it that day, but said 
he would give it to them the next, if they 
could come again at the same time. Hannah 
and your mother did go the next day, and 
again Hannah never left the room; and yet, 
when the trial came, and they accused your 
mother, dear innocent lady, of spending hours 
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alone with Mr. Lilbum in the hotel where he 
was living, Hannah actually let it be said, and 
swore, that they had been alone together all 
the time, on both occasions ! ' 

* But,' cried Olive, * when so many people 
knew the truth, why did no one speak ? Who 
first brought such a wicked accusation ? ' 

*I do not know. Miss Honora was the 
one who had the most to say about it. I 
shall always believe that she was the one to 
write and tell your fether what had happened, 
and to persuade Hannah to say that your 
mother and Mr. lilbiun had been so long 
alone together.' 

' But why did my Uncle Frederick not 
speak ? He knew the truth, and should have 
told it.' 

' He was dead. Miss Olive ! He shot him- 
self before your mother so much as got the 
money.' 

Olive shuddered. What a terrible tragedy 
she was hearing I 

' Yes,' said Mary Gardiner, * that is what he 
did. He was afraid of his father's anger.' 

*But why did my mother not make the 
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whole story known? She could have brought 
witnesses to prove it.' 

*Poor dear lady/ said Mary Gardiner, 
speaking with great difficulty, ' she could not 
do anything as she ought to have done it. She 
seemed as if she couldn't think, or didn't care. 
Your uncle's death nearly killed her — she was 
quite out of her mind at the time — and then, 
when she was getting over that, this new 
trouble came ; and when she found that your 
father doubted her truth, she never held up her 
head again.' 

* And they still went on with the trial ? ' 

' Yes, we servants all thought it was gone 
on with that master might marry Miss Honora. 
She had been coming and going all the time. 
I thought then she must be plotting something 
with Hannah. I know she did, now.' 

' You say that this Hannah swore to some- 
thing which she knew to be false. What were 
you about to let her do it ? ' 

'Miss Olive,' cried the poor woman in a 
voice of great agony, * you may well ask that ; 
but what could I have done ? You see, I knew 
nothing but what Hannah herself chose to tell 
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me. At first she told me that she had never 
left them alone ; but when I reminded her of 
that afterwards, she said I had made a great 
mistake, for she had never told me that she had 
stayed with them, and that I must please to 
remember that she would be put on her oath at 
the trial, so she was not at all likely to say what 
was untrue. At last I did not know what to 
think.' 

' Then how did you find out that she had 
sworn falsely?' 

' I first suspected it by this. Hannah, who 
always spent her wages as she went along, had all 
at once money enough to pay her and my passage 
out to Australia, and to set us up there in a 
good business. Why were both of us to go so 
far away, and where did the money come from 
to take us ? I began to make sure that it came 
firom Miss Honora, who was so anxious to get 
your father for a husband that she was quite 
willing to give handsome presents to anyone 
who helped her.' 

' But all this is mere supposition,' said Olive, 
sadly and very hopelessly. 

' No, it is not ! It is more than that. Years 
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afterwards, when Hannah and I were both well 
married, she owned it. She said she had done 
a very good deed, and it was nothing to be at 
all sorry for. She said your father had by this 
time most likely got a wife who really loved 
him, which he had not got before, and that your 
mother had recovered her senses, and had then 
been heartily glad to find herself divorced, and 
free to marry Mr. Lilbum, who was the only 
man she had ever loved. I have three or four 
letters Hannah wrote, all telling me this. She 
and I did not live in the same place after we 
were married, and I had many troubles. I 
had never been really easy about your poor 
mother's trial. I had always had a secret fear 
that she had not had fair play. After I had 
buried three children — all the children I ever 
had — ^I fell into quite a low way, and used to 
sit thinking of them and of your mother, and 
of what she must be suffering, if she had re- 
covered her mind, at having her only child 
taken from her. I wrote to Hannah about this 
over and over again, and told her I was sure she 
had forsworn herself, and begged her to confess 
and that was why she wrote those letters.' 
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Olive at once pounced on this chance of ob- 
taining a bit of direct evidence. * You say you 
have these letters, Mrs. Gardiner ? ' cried she. 

'Yes, I have them. They are hidden away 
in a very safe place. When Hannah was here 
I was afraid of her getting hold of them, and 
since she left I have never been well enough to 
walk across the room to the place where they 
are.' 

*Let me get them,' said Olive anxiously. 
VMrs. Gardiner, you will let me have those 
letters ? — ^you ought ! ' 

'Yes, you shall have them. Miss Olive — ^I 
intend you to have them; but never mind 
about them now — ^let me get on with my story — 
I feel faint — ^last time I fainted was after Hannah 
went, and I did not come rightly to myself for 
days.' 

' Let me get you the letters, and then yon 
can go on with what you are telling me — ^you 
see, the letters are so important.' 

' My story is important too, and you had 
better let me tell you the end of it while I can 
— I can't say much more — ^I am well-nigh 
spent The doctor says if I faint again I shall 
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most likely not come out of the fit alive, so you 
had better let me make a finish.' 

*0h, do let me get the letters/ pleaded 
Olive. * If you were to faint or be ill again, 
I should never get them.' Even while she was 
speaking, Ohve feared that she had lost her 
opportunity of securing them. Mary Gardiner 
seemed to be lapsing into this dreaded state of 
unconsciousness. Her eyes were closing heavily, 
and her head was sinking low down on her 
breast. The poor woman was exhausted by 
her long story — ^that, together with the excite- 
ment of dwelling on these painful recollections, 
was overpowering her. Olive got up to see if 
she could find anything in the shape of refi'eshing 
food. A dusty brown teapot was on the hearth, 
and a still dustier kettle stood beside it. She 
placed this on the handftd of red cinders which 
did duty for a fire. Meanwhile, Mary Gardiner 
had recovered a little, and when Olive turned 
round after doing this, she saw her poor faint 
eyes fixed on her with a renewal of intelligence 
in their glance. It was only for a moment, but 
the sight made her hopefiil. * Now that I am 
on my feet,' said she, * let me give you those 
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letters. Don't think of tiring yourself by talk- 
ing any more until you have had a cup of nice 
warm tea.' Mary Gardiner did not look as if 
she would ever speak again — ^her head was once 
more nodding on her breast. Olive was very 
anxious, but earnestly hoped that this was 
nothing more alarming than a momentary attack 
of sleep. She stood silently watching her, and 
waiting till the kettle would boil. Suddenly 
Mary Gardiner awoke with a start and looked 
eagerly around ; her eyes were too weak to see 
across the room. Olive spoke, and a look of 
intense relief came over the sick woman's face 
— she had feared that her listener was gone. 
*Tes, get the letters, Miss Olive,' said she, 
answering the question which had not until this 
moment penetrated to her mind. ' They are in 
a little flat box which is squeezed tightly in be- 
tween the back of that chest of drawers and the 
wall. The key is here, safe under my pillow. 
Push your hand into the bed — ^feel well about, 
and you'll find it.' 

Olive found both key and box, and, that 
done, gave Mary Gardiner the tea which she 
had prepared for her. Inside the box were 
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three or four old letters tied together by a 
black ribbon. 

' Take them all, Eead them when you get 
home. They are all from Hannah. She has 
asked me about them more than once since we 
came back here, and, may the Lord forgive me I 
I said they were burnt. You will see that she 
owns she took a false oath — it's all there ; but 
you shouldn't have been in such a hurry for the 
letters. Miss Olive ; you might have waited till 
rd got my story told. It's a chance I ever 
jfinish it now ! ' 

' Why do you wish to finish it now, after 
keeping silence so long?' asked Olive doubt- 
fully, afraid lest after all there might be some 
flaw in the woman's truth. 

* Did I not tell you that I had been wanting 
it told all along? You will see that, when you 
go through those letters. Would you have me 
die with such a crime on my conscience ? ' 

* But you did not commit it.' 

' I did not. Not for worlds would I have 
done such a thing. But I had a good guess 
what Hannah must be doing. She changed her 
story so much, and she was so often closeted 
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with Miss Honora ; and though she pretended 
that it was all about doing their very best to 
bring poor mistress's mind back, I felt sure it 
couldn't be about that. I did not commit the 
crime, I know that — ^but I let it be committed 
without telling my secret thoughts, and, besides 
that, I projGited by it. Hannah and I went to 
Australia with money enough to keep us re- 
spectable all our days, even if we had not 
married — ^though, mind you, I had nothing but 
what she gave me.' 

* Why did you come back to England ? ' 
^ Hannah came back because she had run 
through all the money she took out with her, 
and wanted the new Lady Brooke to start her 
off again with some more. She wrote to her 
to England, and the letter had to be sent all 
the way to India, and Lady Brooke never 
answered it. It turns out now that she came 
home on purpose to speak to Hannah instead of 
writing. Lady Brooke is not one to put what's 
dangerous on paper. When Hannah got no 
answer, she set off home. I fancy she thought 
to herself if the one side would not give her 
money to hold her tongue, the other might to 
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make her speak. She never said that to me, 
for she knew how I wanted her to confess. She 
didn't want me to come home with her, but my 
husband was dead as well as hers, so I thought 
I'd come. I let her have no peace all the way- 
home about telling the truth. I said, if she 
didn't, I would. She said she would, and she 
wrote to you. She was very much afraid of my 
writing to you, but my health broke down on 
the way home, and I could not write, and she 
would not let you be brought here. That's 
what makes me think she never really wished 
you to know this, unless you showed yourself 
willing to give her money for telling. Lady 
Brooke got hold of her letter to you, and met 
her instead of you, and she gave her five hun- 
dred pounds to go to America with a cousin of 
ours, but Hannah never told Lady Brooke that 
I was still alive and here in London. Hannah 
left me fifty pounds of Lady Brooke's money. 
It is more than I shall ever want.' 

*Then, you have again taken money for 
holding your tongue? ' 

'Miss Olive, I did not want to hold my 
tongue ! My only wish was to do what was right.' 
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* Then, why did you not write to me ? ' 

* Because I was anxious you should be 
happy. I should never have lifted a finger to 
bring you here if the Scripture-reader had not 
told me you wished to speak to me. Hannah 
told me before she left that I should do terrible 
harm if I did speak ; for you, Miss Olive, were 
just going to marry a very rich and high-up 
gentleman who would not Uke to have this old 
disgrace raked up again, and besides that, she 
said it was of no use to rake it up, for all those 
who had suffered by what had been done were 
dead and gone. I knew myself that Mr. 
Frederick had shot himself, and that Mr. lil- 
burn had died in the West Indies soon after the 
trial, and Hannah told me about your mother 
dying in a private lunatic asylum ten years ago ; 
and she said over and over again that speaking 
now would only make your father end his days 
in misery, and perhaps be the cause of your 
great match being broken off.' 

'They have deceived you again,' cried 
Olive ; ' all this is untrue. My dear mother is 
not dead — ^I saw her ten months ago, and I am 
not going to be married.' 
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•Miss Olive, is that true?' cried Maiy 
Gardiner, in dismay. 

* It is perfectly true/ 

* Deceived again ! Left here to die alone, 
with not a single soul to tell me a word of truth ! 
And every penny I spend is got by letting their 
wickedness go on ! I am hving on the price of 
innocent blood ! Come what will. Til not do 
that ! Miss Olive, put your hand once more 
under my pillow — you will feel a paper parcel/ 

OUve obeyed, and with some difficulty 
found what she wanted. * Open it, please,' said 
the poor woman, faintly. Inside were nine 
five-poimd notes and a couple of sovereigns. 
* That's what's left of her fifty pounds— Lady 
Brooke's fifty pounds. Take them. Miss Olive, 
and give them to her. They came from her 
and they shall go back to her — ^food that's 
bought with that money shall never cross my 
lips again — no, not if I die for want of it/ 

OUve stood motionless. 'Take it. Miss 
Ohve— -give it back to her/ 

Olive burst into tears and cried, *I can 
never speak to her again I ' 

'You won't take it for me?' said Mrs. 
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Gardiner, giving way to a feeble passion of tears. 
With the selfishness of old age and illness, she 
could only think of her own wishes and feielings. 
* You refuse ? You won't take it ? ' she wailed. 

* I will take it ; I will either return it to 
Lady Brooke, or give it to some poor creature 
who is in want,' 

*Do so. Say you forgive me. Say you 
will pray to God to overlook what I did. It 
was not my fault; both Hannah and Miss 
Honora were far too clever for me ; that's how 
it happened.' 

*I do forgive you,' said Olive, who was 
quietly crying. * I will tell my mother how un- 
happy you have been, and I will do all that I 
can for you ; but you must do one thing more : 
you must leave a written confession behind 
you — it need not be in your own writing, but 
you must sign it. My mother is alive, and we 
must have every proof of her innocence.' 

* Then, have it done now. I have talked 
too much. When to-morrow comes I don't 
suppose I shall be alive — ^if I am, I sha'n't be fit 
to do what you want.' 

* I'll get Mr. Ardrossan to come at once,' 
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said Olive, and ran down and told him what 
she wanted. 

' Both Parnell and Dr. Ullathome are at the 
Mission-room,' said he. * It is there, at the end 
of the street. I'll go and bring them directly. 
She can make her deposition in their presence ; 
you had better stay in the carriage.' 

Olive assented faintly ; she was completely 
exhausted. Before he left her, she gave him 
the contents of her purse and said, * Give this 
to Mrs. Gardiner ; she has no money at all.' 
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CHAPTER XXXVn. 

And Sleep, that sometimes shuts up Sorrow's eye. 
Steal me awhile from mine own company. 

Midsummer Nighfs Dream. 

*Take me to my aunt's in Harley Street/ 
said Olive to Mr. Ardrossan when all was done 
and he rejoined her. 'I must never see my 
stepmother again!' As she spoke, she raised 
her heavy eyes to his, to see if there was any 
fear of his trying to persuade her to temporise 
or be patient. She was determined not to adopt 
either of these courses, but felt as if she had no 
strength to contend with him. He bowed. He 
wrapped her in a warm rug, for he saw that she 
was cold with exhaustion, gently made her lie 
back, and then said, * You have only to express 
your wishes — they shall be obeyed.' She said 
no more, but lay still considering with herself 
what she had better do. She resolved at once 
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to tell all to her uncle, and to beg him to lose 
no time in freeing her mother's name from dis- 
honour. So far as her own future was con- 
cerned, she had but one plan — ^her very life 
should be given to make her mother happy. 
She felt an intense satisfaction in the thought 
that the false Lady Brooke would now be 
brought down from her high estate, and made 
to suffer some of the bitterness of the life to 
which she had doomed the friend of her youth. 
When Olive thought of her father, she never 
considered that he would be pained by what 
she had discovered; her feeling was that it 
would remove a mountain of care from his 
mind to learn that the wife whom he had loved 
so much had been innocent. Swift justice should 
overtake the guilty, and then she and her father 
and her mother would for the rest of their days 
dwell together in love and trust. Thank Grod 
for letting this come to pass ! Such were the 
thoughts that filled her mind all the way home, 
and she sat looking straight before her, with 
eyes bright but bitter, with flushed cheeks, and 
lips most firmly set together. Never once did 
she seem to be aware that she was not alone. 
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The carriage stopped in Harley Street. 
Then Mr. Ardroi^aan spoke. 'I shall leave 
you now, Miss Brooke/ said he ; ' but for 
heaven's sake do nothing rashly.' There was 
a look of cruel determination in Olive's face 
which he did not Uke. * I shall come to see 
you in the morning, but Dr. Brooke will be your 
best adviser.' 

' He must see that justice is done, and done 
quickly,' said Ohve firmly. ' For twenty years 
they have kept me from my mother 1 ' 

'You will not act without advice?' said 
Mr. Ardrossan anxiously. 

' No, I promise you I will not. Good-bye, 
Mr. Ardrossan. As long as I live, I shall never 
forget your kindness to me.' She put her hand 
in his as she spoke, and grasped it warmly in 
her gratitude. It lay there a moment, and 
then he raised it to his Ups and said, ' God bless 
you ! Look on pie as entirely devoted to your 
service.' 

She went in to her imcle's house, and, with- 
out speaking to the servant, opened door after 
door, until she had penetrated to the sanctuary 
of the consulting-room. The window was 
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open, a keen March wind was blowing in, but 
no one was there. Her eyes turned to the 
mantelpiece, and she saw that it was four 
o'clock — ^an hour when her uncle was never to 
be found at home — ^she had imagined that it 
was about one. When she left the room, the 
man-servant was still in the hall. Dr. Brooke 
was out, he said, and would not be back till 
nine. He had gone down to Brighton to see 
Miss Lucy, but would be home in time for Mrs. 
Brooke's reception. 

* Oh, it is Tuesday ? ' said Olive drearily. 
She had forgotten that on that evening her 
aimt held a salon. 

* This 'amper's for you, ma'am,' said John, 
pointmg to a hamper-like basket on the floor. 
* It came about half-an-hour ago. Mrs. Brooke 
said you were expected here to-night, so we 
need not send it on to Welbeck Street.' 

*Was I coming here to-night? Oh, I 
forgot.' She forgot everything now but the 
one all-important fact that her mother was 
innocent, and that she had the proofs of this in 
her pocket. She went into the dming-room, 
took out the packet of letters, and began to read. 
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Each and all proved the truth of what Mary 
Gardiner had told her, and OKve had no dijfi- 
culty m perceiving that this poor woman, who 
was not half so clever as her unscrupulous 
sister, had been alternately soothed and deceived 
by har as seemed most convenient. Ohve's 
heart swelled within her as she read. So far 
as evidence went, these letters were all that 
could be desired ; but for every false word in 
them she longed to inflict years of torture on 
the wretches who had behaved so infamously. 
She pined for her imcle's return; it seemed 
cruel that she should have to postpone her 
revenge until he came. She would have liked 
to go at once to the so-called Lady Brooke, 
and, stripping her of her stolen name and place 
and honour and regard, drive her forth with 
execration. 

She must have been sitting thus for more 
than an hour when she heard Mrs. Brooke's 
voice in the hall. ' Miss Brooke here, you say, 
John ? Why did you not let me know? Did 
you tell her that some flowers had come for 
her? I know they are flowers, because I 
liflied up the comer of the hamper. If she is 
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in the dining-room, take it in to her.' And 
Mrs. Brooke, who had just pleased herself 
beyond all expectation in an extremely difficult 
bit of description, ran into the dining-room, 
kissed Olive, spread out a newspaper to receive 
the hamper and flowers, and cut the strings 
which tied down its lid, without once looking 
into the poor girl's face ; and before she could 
do so, she was called away. Before going, she 
threw back the lid of the hamper and revealed 
a mossy bed in which were wedged eight or ten 
bunches of primroses, large and bright as none 
but country-primroses can be, and with luxu- 
riant, crinkly, well-nurtured leaves. Besides 
these, were dark purple crows'-feet with their 
black-speckled leaves, and golden muscadine as 
fresh as when plucked, and daisies and so-called 
buttercups, and some frail lilac-streaked ane- 
mones. One had its little brown twig-like root 
attached to it, and when Olive saw that, she 
remembered days long gone by when it was 
such a grief to her and to Willie when they ran 
to gather a wood anemone, and the plant only 
yielded up its flower with its life. Some time 
before this recollection came to her, she had 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE LEADEN CASKET. 118 

divined that these flowers came from Ansterfield 
and were sent by him. She had known it in- 
stinctively as soon as the hamper was opened. 
No one but he could have known the delight 
that such flowers as these would be to her. 
Most lovingly ' she handled each bud and leaf 
and spray, as one by one she lifted them out 
and placed them in order on the table. The 
first layer of flowers and moss was removed, and 
now came some stiff shoots of blackthorn, and 
branches of softly glistening small-leaved ivy, 
and twigs of hazel and willow, with faint green 
catkins, or the large downy grey ones fledged 
with golden plumage and looking like young 
ducklings which have just chipped the shell. 
Everything that could be found at this early 
season was there, even a small sheaf of Olive's 
well-remembered pink-sheathed sycamore buds 
and some closely-shut crozier-shaped fern- 
leaves. Never in her life had any flowers given 
her half the delight that these first-fruits of 
spring's daring gave her now. Her youth, and 
the thoughts which had filled her mind when 
her feet had strayed over the fields where these 
flowers had so lately grown, swept back with a 
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force that well-nigh overpowered the cruelly 
painful present. The basket was still not 
empty. Here she had a primrose root with 
some of the russet-brown oak leaves of the year 
before still clinging to it. They were dry and 
withered now, but had helped to build up its 
warm winter's nest. And what was this beside 
it? — A branch of something with crumpled and 
half-unfolded leaves of the most tender green. 
One or two gentle touches of Olive's fingers 
uncurled them, and then she saw that it was a 
bit of lime-tree, and she knew the tree which 
had borne it, and why it had been sent to her ! 
The sight of this, and the sharp contrast be- 
tween the time when she had not a care in the 
world, and the present, when she had seen and 
suiflfered so much — ^the shame she felt when she 
remembered that, only a few minutes before, 
revenge had been almost more in her mind 
than justice — completely overpowered OUve, 
and when Mrs. Brooke came back, she found 
her sitting with her face on the dining-table, 
sobbing as if her heart would break. 

'What is the matter, darling? Don't cry 
so— don't poil your beauty. I expect such 
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delightfhl people here to-night — Ohve, you 
must stop.' 

But Olive only wept the more, and when 
she was able to explain what had happened, her 
aunt did not wonder at her tears. Mrs. Brooke 
made her go and lie down, gave her some food, 
and promised most faithfully not to let Lady 
Brooke penetrate to her place of refuge. 
OUve relied on her word, and, after an hour 
or two of painful and disturbed thought, fell 
asleep. The noise of carriage wheels grinding 
harshly against the curbstone, and the flinging 
back of the doors of hansom-cabs, awoke her. 
She was lying in the dark in a bedroom which 
was strange to her ; she had not dared to go 
to her own, lest Lady Brooke should come in 
search of her, and know where to find her 
even though told that she desired to be left 
alone. It was dark, save for the light which 
came fi:om a gas-lamp in the street. Doors 
opened and shut, names were loudly announced, 
voices and sounds of all kinds multiphed, and 
at length Olive remembered that her aunt was 
seeing her friends that night, and they were 
arriving in quick succession. 
12 
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She lay quite still, and at last her weary 
eyes closed again and she heard no more. A 
hand touched her roughly. *Miss Olive! 
Miss Olive ! ' said one of the servants who was 
all-unconscious of her anguish, ' do you happen 
to know where the cellar-key is ? ' 

Olive started up, crying, *What has hap 
pened ? Is it aiiy thing very bad ? ' 

' Oh no, Miss ; not bad at all — ^at least, not 
in the way you think. We can't find the 
cellar-key nowhere, that's all. Every one of us 
has been looking for it more than an hour, in 
every place we can think of, but we can't find 
it, do what we will.' 

Olive felt confused — she had been sleeping 
very heavily. * Have you asked Mrs. Brooke 
about it?* 

* Yes, Miss ; she knew it was lost before 
the company came, for the wine was to have 
been got out ready, but no key could be found. 
She said we was just to look about everywhere 
till we found it, for it couldn't be very far, 
because she had it at five o'clock. She knows 
that, for just before she went into the dining- 
room to speak to you, the cook sent a message 
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to her to ask for a little rum to flavour her 
creams, and she got it for her, and then went 
straight to you in the dining-room, where you 
was arranging your flowers, and what she did 
with it then she does not know. We thought 
you might have picked it up. Miss Olive.' 

OUve felt in her pocket, but it was not 
there, and she had no other suggestion to ofier. 

' There's not a drop of wine but what was 
in the decanters at dinner ! Master is sure to 
be terrible cross about it! John is, I know. 
He says he would rather have forfeited a whole 
year's wages than have such a thing occur in 
any family where he happened to be living at 
the time. Where can that key have got to ? ' 

Olive went down the back stairs, and by 
back ways to the dining-room. She was afraid 
of being seen by some of the gay guests whose 
voices were now resounding through the house. 
The dining-room was now the supper-room, 
and a well-filled table stretched from one end 
of it to the other. OHve, candle in hand, and 
aided by the maid, looked under it and all 
round, but no key was there; and when she 
stood up again, the brightly sparkling wine 
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glasses, which seemed destined to remain empty, 
mocked her by the prominent part which they 
played in the general effect. At one end of 
the long table was a prettily arranged group of 
primroses in tail glasses, and when she saw 
these she knew that, though her aunt might be 
careless about housekeeping matters, she had 
kindly remembered to put these treasures into 
water for her. They suggested a happy 
thought, and she suddenly exclaimed, 'Did 
Mrs. Brooke put these primroses in water ? If 
she did, she may have thrown away the key 
with the broken flowers and bite of stalk.' 

* Yes, she put them in the glasses, and she 
rolled all the rubbish and dead leaves and 
things in the paper the hamper was standing 
on, and stuffed it out of sight inside it.' 

'Look there, then,' said OUve, who was 
anxious to avert from the house this signal dis- 
grace. The girl snatched at the hope and ran 
away to look, and just as she had gone there 
was a loud peal at the bell. ' How late some 
of the people are in coming ! ' thought Olive, as 
she drew back within the shelter of the dining- 
room door. She heard some one with a very 
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sweet voice asking for Dr. Brooke, and piteously 
pleading to be allowed to see him for a moment, 
even if he had j&iends. John was stern. In 
his estimation, it enhanced the dignity of the 
family that he should be so. ' Lets them see 
that master is not short of patients,' was what 
he said, when alluding to his own peremptory 
and unconcihatory manner. 

' He is jfrom 'ome, ma'am ; one of his own 
young ladies who is at school at Brighton is not 
very well, and he has gone there to see her.' 
Olive had not heard of this reason for his absence 
before. 

' When does he return ? ' inquired the lady 
at the door, in great anxiety. 

'Sometime to-night. It is uncertain,' said 
John, who could not be expected to have much 
feeling for a lady who had nothing better than 
a street-cab waiting for her at the door ; ' you 
had better call in the morning, between ten and 
one.' 

' In the morning ! ' said the lady, in a voice 
so sad and yet so delightful that OUve wondered 
how John could have the heart to resist it. ' Oh, 
do let me wait here a few minutes. I am so 
anxious to see him, and he may come to-night.' 
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' He could not go out again if he did, ma'am. 
He is not well himself. He never attends night 
cases.' 

The lady said something of which Olive 
only heard the sound ; that voice was somehow 
well known to her. She had not heard it for 
years, but there was something about it which 
she could never forget. She peeped out, and 
just within the doorway she saw the lady whom 
she used to know as Alice, but whom she now 
knew to be her mother's sister. She was just 
saying, * Let me wait and ask him to go out 
myself— you don't seem to think how important 
it is. It is a case of life or death.' 

In a moment Olive wefit to the door, took 
the lady's hand, led her into the consulting- 
room, made her sit down, and then flung herself 
on her knees before her, and cried, * Is it my 
mother who is ill?' 

' She is very ill,' said Alice Ainsley, whose 
eyes were swimming with tears. 

' Not dying ? ' said Olive, in an awe-struck 
voice. 

' I fear it. I have feared it all day. I came 
to Dr. Brooke as the last chance of saving her ; 
if you had not come to me I should have lost it.* 
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' Uncle will go to her the moment he re* 
turns. You will let me go too, won't you ? ' she 
added. ' She is my mother.' 

'You know it, then?' said Alice. *You 
have at last been told ? ' 

' I have been told. I know everything — 
more than anyone else, for I know what was 
said of her was false. I learnt that to-day, and 
have the proof of it in my pocket.' 

Alice softly took Olive's hand, and said, ' If 
this could have happened before ! Now, I fear 
it is too late — oh, how I wish your uncle would 
come I ' 

Olive went to the supper-room to see if John 
were there. He was now putting wine in 
abundance on the table. 'John,' said she, 
' when Dr. Brooke returns, ask him to come to 
me in the study at once. Don't let him go up- 
stairs, I mean — make him come to me.' 

' Bless you, Miss, do you know what o'clock 
it is ? It is eleven, and he has been at 'ome an 
hour or more, and now that the cellar key has 
been found 'id in the 'amper, the first thing 
he'll have to do wiU be to come down to 
supper.' 

' Oh no ! ' cried Olive. 'Don't say that sup- 
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per is ready until he has got away with us, 
go upstairs and give him a note from me. Ask 
him to read it at once/ and she hastily took a 
scrap of paper and wrote, * Come into the study 
the moment you receive this. It is most im- 
portant that you should not delay. — ^Olive.' 
* John, if you don't bring Dr. Brooke, 111 go to 
him myself.' 

John went sulkily away, declaring to him- 
self that it was ' quite hinfra dig. to stay in a 
place where such 'ole-in-a-comer goings on 
took place.' OUve clung to the doorway for 
support. Her uncle came immediately. ' Ohve, 
my child, what ails you ? ' said he. 

' My mother is iU, perhaps dying. Come to 
her.' 

* Your mother is upstairs, and the gayest of 
the gay.' 

'Not that creature!' said OUve, with a 
gesture of horror. ' My true mother, I mean. 
Come to her. You have been sent for.' 

* Who has sent for me ? ' said Dr. Brooke, 
who was so startled that he was confused. 

OUve pointed to the study. Dr. Brooke 
made a step forwards and met AUce. 
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* AKce ! ' he exdaimed. * You here ? * 

'Eichard, Dorothy is very ill — her life is 
in danger. My only hope is in you. Will you 
come to her?' 

' Of course I will/ said he. 

The cab which had brought Ahce Ainsley 
was still waiting for her, and the three went 
forth into the darkness together. 
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CHAPTEE XXXVm. 

If it were now to die, 
*Twere now to be most happy ; for I fear 
My soul hath her content too absolute. 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in an unknown fate. — Othello, 

O thou soft natural death, that art joint- twin 
To sweetest slumber. — VUtoria Coramhona, 



The cab stopped at a house which, so far as 
Dr. Brooke could judge, was in the neighbour- 
hood of Hampstead. ' I will go and prepare my 
sister for your visit,' said Alice, opening the door 
of a downstairs room. * Will you wait here for 
a minute or two ? ' She left them alone, and 
then Olive whispered, * Uncle, if you were to 
tell my mother that I have to-day seen a servant 
of hers who can prove that she was unjustly con- 
demned, perhaps that might do her more good 
than anything else that could be done for her.* 

'Is that true?* exclaimed Dr. Brooke, in 
startled surprise. 'I have always believed 
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there was something very wrong about that 
trial ; but can it really be proved ? ' 

* It can. Perfectly proved.' 

' Did you say a servant of hers ? One of 
the Deanhams, I suppose? Good-for-nothing 
women, they both were! Why couldn't she 
speak out sooner? ' 

* It is a long story. One of them was much 
more guilty than the other. She was paid by my 
stepmother to keep silence. That was at the 
time of the trial ; but she has again had 
money from her, and is now in America ; her 
sister is here, and has told me all. Everything 
can be proved. She has made a deposition 
before Mr. Ardrossan and Dr. UUathorne. Be- 
sides, I have letters in my pocket which are 
proof enough without anything further.' 

' Thank Gk)d ! ' cried Dr. Brooke fervently ; 
and then in the very next breath he doubted the 
wisdom and justice of the God whom he was 
thanking, by saying, ' How cruel if this has only 
come to light when it is too late to be of any 
comfort to your poor mother ! ' 

' Oh, it hasn't,' cried Olive hopefully. ' It 
can't have done that. Uncle, I may see her ? ' 
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'Of course you may, but not yet. You 
heard what your aunt said on the way ? She 
is suffering from heart-disease ; we must not 
run any risk of doing her harm/ 

A step was heard. Ahce came softly in and 
said to Dr. Brooke, * She knows you are here, 
and is delighted.' 

' You did not tell her that her child was 
here too?' 

* No, I dared not. She is in such a very 
critical state, and the other doctor frightened 
me so.' 

' Excited? ' said Dr. Brooke. 

' Oh no, not at all excited ; she is quite 
composed ; but I am terribly afraid she is gra- 
dually sinking.' 

* Olive,' said Dr. Brooke, * as soon as it is 
safe, she shall be told you are in the house. 
Stay here, dear child ; one of us will soon come 
back to you.' 

Olive heard them go upstairs, heard them 
moving in the room above her, and pictured 
the scene as they took their places by the bed- 
side. How she longed to be there too ! and yet 
how she trembled at the thought of going! 
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Time passed. All was quiet, and she sat won- 
dering how long it would be before some one 
would come and tell her that there was a hope 
that her mother's life might be spared. Was 
this to be the end of her own struggle to gain 
a knowledge which she had hoped would 
make her poor mother's last years so happy? 
Was there to be no quiet time when they two 
might dwell together in love and peace ? It 
could not be possible that this was to be all. 
As her uncle had said, such a blow would be 
too cruel! Still Olive was left alone, but, 
though anxious beyond measure, she yet dared 
to rely on what seemed to her absolutely neces- 
sary to her sense of justice — ^her conviction that 
her mother would be spared to her for a few 
years longer. 

At last Dr. Brooke came downstairs — he 
was alone. He walked slowly across the room 
to Olive. She never moved, but fixed her 
swimming eyes on his to read the sense of 
the words which she was about to hear. He 
took her hand, and said, 'I have given her 
something which has done her good — she 
looks so beautiftd and happy.' 
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*But will she get better?' 

He shook his head. * When you see her, 
which will be very soon, I don't think you will 
feel so unhappy about losing her. She has no 
wish to live.' 

' Won't she wish to live when she knows 
she will have me with her ? ' 

' Dear Olive, her mind is not always in a 
sound state. She has siifiered so much that it 
is now almost permanently unsettled. When 
she is not herself, she has fears and fancies, and 
is any thing but happy. You would be wretched 
if you saw her then.' 

' I would bear it. I could make my own 
happiness consist in watching over her.' 

' I know you could, but it would not be 
good for you, and I do not think that it is a 
thing to wish for. She has no fear of death. 
She knows that she could not have lived long, 
even if she had escaped her present illness ; and 
now that the two things for which she has 
prayed for nearly twenty years have been 
granted her, she will feel still more at rest.', 

Olive's distress was so great that she could 
not speak. She turned her sorrowful eyes in- 
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quiringly on her unde, who said, ' For years, 
whenever her mind was sane, she has prayed to 
be allowed to see you before she died — ^that was 
one wish ; the other was to know that when she 
was dead you would be able to respect her 
memory. Both these prayers have been 
granted/ 

* But I had so hoped that we should live 
together I ' sobbed Olive. 

* Do not wish for it ; she is conscious of her 
mental affliction, and suffers great agony when 
she feels that another attack is coming on — she 
would have other attacks.' 

Olive sighed heavily, and in that sigh re- 
nounced the future for which she had worked 
and hoped so long. What was best for her 
mother was what should be best for herself 
also. ' Have you told her that Mary Gardiner 
has confessed ? ' said she. 

' Yes ; she took the news calmly. She seems 
to have felt certain that the truth would at last 
be made known. You see, she knew her own 
innocence ; the shock came to her when it wbs 
doubted — ^not when it was established.' 

'May I go to her?' 

VOL. III. K 
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* Her sister is now talking to her about you 
— she means to offer to send for you. You 
must go into the room as if you had been 
brought from some little distance, and must on 
no account show much emotion.' 

' Oh, I can be quite calm,' saidOlive, grasp- 
ing her imcle's hand as she spoke, with a force 
which showed that she was struggling with the 
strongest excitement. 

* Eemember that her life hangs by a thread.* 
'How long will she live?' asked Olive, 

trying to be very brave. 

* Perhaps four or five hours — ^perhaps ten or 
twelve.' 

*Notmore?' 

* No, not more.' 

Olive Was perfectly silent and still, but Dr. 
Brooke could see the intensity of her suffering. 
When at last she spoke, she said, ' Do not be 
afraid to let me see her. I shall try to use well 
the short time which is left me.' 

Dr. Brooke kissed her, and at the 'same 
moment saw AKce in the doorway. She had 
come to take Olive to her mother. * Eemem- 
ber ! ' said he, and then she went. Her heart 
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beat almost audibly, but she walked steadily 
upstairs. 

' Your uncle has cautioned you ? ' whispered 
Alice. 

* Yes ; have no fear,' was Olive's answer, and 
in another minute the door was opened, and she 
could see into the room where the mother who 
had filled her entire mind ever since she had 
first heard of her existence was now lying at 
the point of death. A soft lamp-light filled the 
room, but Olive saw nothing but the bed and a 
figure whose outlines were lost in the shadow 
of a large white curtain. Alice led Ohve 
across the room, made her sit down by the bed, 
and gently placed her hand in her mother's. 
Olive was about to speak, and to speak impul- 
sively, for this took her by surprise, but Alice 
put a finger on her lips and said, * Answer what 
she says, don't speak.' 

' My darling, I have you at last ! ' said her 
mother softly. * I always knew I should see you. 
When the doctor said I must die — ^not Bichard 
Brooke ; the other doctor, I mean — ^I was glad, 
fori knew for certain that, however soon death 
might come, you would come still sooner! ' 
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' She has always told me that/ said Alice. 
' Nothing ever made her waver from that — she 
always declared that she was convinced she 
should see you before she went' 

'Yes/ said the sick woman; *but, Alice, 
don't you talk — ^I have had you with me for 
years — ^I want to hear my child speak now. 
Say something, Olive.' 

Ohye tenderly clasped the hand which held 
hers and said, 'May I not see you, mother? 
The curtain hides you from me. Do not think 
because I have been away from you all this 
time, that I have not loved you. I have loved 
you ever since I first discovered you were my 
mother.' 

A delighted smile passed over Alice's &ce 
as she stooped to kiss Olive for this speech, then 
she drew back the curtain, and Olive saw the 
well-remembered fiEU^. It was still beautiful and 
noble, but painfrdly thin and wan. She saw her 
mother's burning brown eyes fixed on hers, and 
watched a happy smile as it flitted over her lips. 
Then she lay still, looking at Olive with perfect, 
but quiet happiness. Now that she had her 
child by her side, she wanted nothing more. 
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At last she said, ' Let me have a little more 
hght, Alice ; I want to see her more clearly. 
Stand up, my child, and let me see you 
better.' 

Alice lighted some candles and held them 
close to Olive. Most eagerly the poor mother 
strained her already somewhat dim eyes to scan 
every feature of that beloved face. ' You are 
very pretty, darling,' she murmured. ' I won- 
der whether I was ever at all like you ! I can 
hardly believe now that there ever was a time 
when I was young and happy.' 

' I am not very happy, mother — ' began 
Olive, but her aunt checked her. Her mother 
had not heard her words. ' My darling,' said 
she, 'I pray that your hfe may be happy. 
Never act in opposition to what your heart tells 
you is right. That is what I was made to do- 
that brought me to this ; ' and she began to weep 
most piteously. 

Olive stooped and kissed her, saying, ' I 
will always remember your words, mother.' 
Ahce drew her gently back from her mother, 
who was embracing her convulsively, and would 
soon have been in a passion of grief and tears. 
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' Don't speak for a while/ said Alice ; ' your 
mother must rest. She is too weak to talk any 
more just yet/ 

* Weak ! when I have my child with me ! 
The sight of her has made me strong. I feel 
quite a different woman! Besides, there are 
some things which must be spoken. Olive, you 
said a few minutes since that you had loved me 
ever since you heard of my existence — then, 
the person who told you of that did not tell you 
of the dreadful accusation which had been 
brought against me ? ' 

'Yes, she did!' exclaimed Olive, with a 
vehemence which she regretted immediately; 
* but, mother, as soon as I recollected that if 
I had a mother she must be that lady whom I 
had once seen, I did not believe what she said. 
You know I saw you when you came to the 
window in Kensington Square — I saw your face 
then, and knew what this wicked woman said 
must be false.' 

Alice again laid a warning hand on Olive's 
shoulder. 

* Be quiet, Alice,' cried the poor mother. 
*You think that I shall excitq myself; you 
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forget how good it is for ^me to hear what she 
is saying ! You trusted me, my darling ; tell 
me so again.' 

* I did. I never once doubted you after I 
had recovered the shock sufficiently to be able 
to think.' 

A perfectly radiant smUe illuminated the 
poor mother's &ce, and for some time she lay 
quite still, enraptured with Ohve's words. 
At last she said, 'What you tell me, dear, 
makes me so happy that it seems to repay 
me for all that I have gone through; say it 
again. You are sure you did not doubt 
me?' 

* I am quite sure.' 

*Your father did,' said she in a voice of 
intense pain. ' He doubted me, and he knew 
me better than you did ; that was what hiuli 
me so cruelly ; I had never once deceived him ; 
no, not in the smallest matter.' 

'Mother, he was not with you; he was 
deceived by those two wicked women.' 

She was about to say something in answer 
to this, but Alice interrupted her and turned 
her thoughts in another direction by saying, 
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* Dorothy, think of your child, how delightful it 
is to know that she trusted you.' 

She pressed Olive's hand. ' My child/ said 
she, ' you are with me at last I I have suffered 
agonies from the fear that, if ever I did meet 
you face to face, you would turn away from me. 
You were torn from me before you could even 
speak plainly ! I could have borne everything if 
they had left me my child. There is no justice 
in laws which allow a mother to be deprived of a 
child whom she loves.' 

' Don't think of that,' said Olive. * Mother, 
I should never have turned away from you ! I 
remember so well, when I saw you, how your 
face attracted me I I thought of you for months, 
and longed to see you again.' 

'I saw her^ standing by your side! She 
might be with you, but not 1 1 She was always 
there to tell you I was a wretch unworthy of 
your love,' cried Dorothy Brooke wildly. 

' Don't speak of her 1 Don't think of her ! 
You have heard that her falsehood can be 
proved ; that the evidence is in our hands ? ' 

* It must never be used,' said her mother. 

* No one must ever know what Mary Deanham 
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has told you. They thought me shameless and 
wicked when I was aUve and their opinion 
could hurt me ; let them think of me as they 
will when I am dead and gone/ 

' But my father must know ! ' said OUve, 
' No, Olive, no ! Your father must never 
be told. He failed me when he ought to have 
trusted me. I was tried and condemned when 
I was just recovering from a long illness. You 
don't know all that I had to bear. I was ill in 
body and mind afiber my dear brother's terrible 
death, but I was recovering, and was nearly 
myself again, when this trial came, and the 
sentence was given against me. That drove 
me quite mad — that, and their taking you away 
from me ! No, your father beheved the worst 
then, and made me lose my reason. I do not 
wish him ever to hear my name again ! ' 

* But those who are most guilty — ^the women 
who lied to him — cannot be punished without 
his knowing.' 

* Leave them unpunished. Let your father 
end his days beheving what he beheves now — 
I do not wish him to suffer any pain which I 
can spare him.' 
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'Mother, I am thinking of you! It is a 
duty to see that the injustice which has been 
done you is made known.' 

* It is a duty which I will have left midone. 
I have learnt what suffering and sorrow are-^I 
have no pity for the woman who ruined my 
happiness, but I have for my husband and for 
his children. They are innocent. If the 
shame is removed from me, it will fall with 
tenfold strength on them. Olive, my poor life 
is over : can you bear to live and let its sad 
story be told by them as they will ? ' 

* I can do so, of course, but it would be 
very wrong if I did.' 

' Not wrong, if I wish it. Let your fether 
die in peace. Let his children live without 
despismg and hating their mother — ^let their 
wretched mother go her way. Your uncle 
will be your fether, I hope, and his house your 
home. You wUl marry some day, dear. TeU 
your husband my unhappy story. Show him 
Hannah Deanham's letters. Then, if he insists 
on having this made public, obey him ; but if 
possible, let it be buried with me.' 

' Mother, you are very noble and forgiving ! ' 
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* Oh no, I do not wish your father and 
those poor children of his to go through life 
branded with ' 

*My dear friend, you are talking far too 
much,' said Dr. Brooke, who, unperceived by 
all, had entered the room and joined the group 
by the bedside. 

* I will talk no more ; but, Ohve, you must 
give me that promise.' 

* I do promise,' said Olive. ' Mother, you 
may trust me.' 

* Eichard,' said the sick woman, ' do not 
look so grave. No one was ever hurt by too 
much happiness I I am no worse than I was.' 

He was feeling her thin thread of pulse, 
and thinking that it would be very difficult for 
anyone to be much worse. She was only kept 
alive at all by her joy in the sight of her child. 
* You must at any rate rest a Httle while,' said 
he. ' Listen to this one thing which I wish to 
say to you, Dorothy, and then rest in silence. 
I want you to know that this dear child of 
yours is dear to me also. She has been to me 
as my own child ever since she was taken from 
your keeping. For your sake I should have 
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done everything in my power to make her 
happy, but, besides that, my wife and I love 
her for herself/ Olivers hand, which he had 
drawn away from her mother's, softly stole to 
his as she heard these words. He continued, 

* Have no anxiety about her future — her home 
is with us. We thought it right to yield her 
up to the care of her stepmother on her father's 
demand. Henceforth we recognise no autho- 
rity but yours — if you give her to us, she is 
ours/ 

' Eichard,' said a faint voice from the bed, 

* you know how to make a poor mother close 
her eyes in peace. I do give her to you.' 

' Olive,' said Dr. Brooke, 'kiss your mother 
and come with me downstairs. Don't be 
afraid, Dorothy; neither she nor I will leave 
you.' He drew Olive gently away. ' It must 
be,' said he, and then he added apologetically, 
' only for half an hour or so : she shall come 
back to you then.' 

He made Olive rest on the sofa, he sat 
down near her, and never had she seen him so 
full of thought. After some time he crept 
quietly upstairs ; his patient was asleep. He 
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told Olive this, and added, 'Your poor aunt 
has been sitting up every night for a fort- 
night!' 

* May I go and sit with my mother and let 
my aunt have some sleep ? ' 

* Better not,' said Dr. Brooke, gravely, and 
Ohve felt that he said so because he knew that 
the weary watcher's labours would soon be 
ended. After a while he himself fell asleep. 
How grey and anxious his face looked, but how 
noble its beauty was ! Ohve watched him 
uneasily for some time. She feared that he 
was not strong enough to bear such a £Eitiguing 
day as this without injury. He might have 
slept for an hour or more, when she heard a 
shght sound upstairs. Her heart sickened with 
fear. Had death, the dread visitor whom her 
unde seemed to look for with such certainty, 
actually come? So far as she herself could 
judge, there seemed to be no reason why her 
mother should not live for weeks. Her voice 
was strong, her eyes were bright, her mind 
was clear, and yet Dr. Brooke had never 
wavered, but had said she must die in an hour 
or two. She again heard steps and sounds in 
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the room above. She could not bear the sus- 
pense any longer. She had not the heart to 
disturb her uncle, but stole noiselessly upstairs, 
and opened her mother's door. Alice was sit- 
ting by the bed where Ohve had sat before. 
She was reading aloud to her sister, and her voice 
was firm and imfaltering. The sick woman 
was lying perfectly still, with an expression 
of the most complete contentment on her face ; 
her eyes were calmly fixed on the reader : she 
seemed to be entirely engrossed by what she 
was listening to. Olive went nearer to the bed. 
Her mother just smiled at her and murmured, 
' I have asked your aunt to read that beautifiil 
service to me — ^I thought I should like to hear 
it. Sit down and Hsten too, darUng — that is, 
unless you would prefer to read, instead of 
listening.' 

Ohve felt a large lump rise in her throat — 
it seemed almost to choke her. Not being 
able to speak, she shook her head emphatically ; 
she could not have read those words to her own 
dying mother even though they conveyed, in 
the words of an Apostle, the Divine assurance ' 
of a Love which would conquer death and of 
a life which was beyond the grave. 
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*Then go on, Alice dear/ said Dorothy 
Brooke gently; *oh, stay; sit a little on one side, 
and let me have my darling child close to me.' 

Alice gave a chair to Olive, took another, 
and then went on reading. The extreme beauty 
and solemnity of the words which she heard 
touched Olive with awe, but the horror of hear- 
ing her mother spoken of as one who was dead 
already, told on her with such force that she 
could neither look up nor move. All her 
strength had to be given to self-restraint. Each 
moment she felt as if she must scream aloud, or 
sob, whUe in reality she must not even suffer 
the hand which was now holding her mother's 
to tremble, or twitch, or show any sign of strong 
emotion, lest she should do her harm. Each 
moment she felt as if she could bear this strain 
no longer, but must clutch the hand she held 
and cry, 'No! Do not hsten to that terrible 
reading I Do not die I Stay with me, mother, 
do1 ' And still the reading went on, and Alice's 
sweet sad voice made it all the more hard to 
bear. After a while she read some chapters 
from St. John's Gospel, and these had the effect 
of tranquillizing the poor girl who was listen- 
ing. As Alice read, Olive became calmer, and 
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gradually her heart became attuned to a noble 
renunciation of her own selfish wishes and sub- 
mission to God's will. 

Her mother lay quite still. She had never 
uttered one word except a murmured assent 
when Alice had once said, * Shall I go on read- 
ing, dear?* Once she herself had grasped 
Olive's hand with a sudden convulsive force, 
but now for a long time the reading had been 
uninterrupted. 

' She is asleep,' said Olive at length, fearing 
that Alice was taxing her strength too much by 
reading so long. 

* That's a good thing,' replied Alice ; ' but I 
think I had better go on. Sometimes people 
miss the voice which has sent them to sleep, 
and waken up directly it stops.' So she read a 
while longer, and then closed her book and sat 
in silence. This made no difierence to the 
sleeper, whose head lay peacefully on the 
pillow, and whose lips were parted in a happy 
half-^mile. Gfradually the faint daylight came 
stealing in, and turned the mellow lamp-light 
into a chill cold grey. And still these two sat 
by the bedside, fearing to move or speak or 
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make any sound: Alice with her handsome 
face white and worn with fatigue, but with her 
eyes resting lovingly on Olive, and Olive with 
her head bent down. More light came, and 
soon the life of the street began. These two 
anxious women had for many hours forgotten 
that the world had any other inhabitants than 
those who were now assembled together in that 
one room. 

' Had we not better put some more clothes 
on the bed ? ' whispered Olive. * I think we 
ought ; her hand begins to feel very chilly.' 

A look of fear came into Alice*s eyes — she 
softly drew back the curtain which hid her 
sister from her sight. She felt her hand and 
her forehead, and started back. Her sister was 
dead. That one sudden and eager pressure of 
the hand which Olive had felt such a long time 
before, was her mother's last farewell ! 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

Boi, Oh, how full of briars is this working^day world ! 

As You Like It. 

What would become of all the exliibitions 
which contribute to make the month of May 
such a pleasure and such a toil, if artists still 
adhered to the' pious old custom of steepiug 
their brushes in holy water all through Lent ? 
Lent is the very busiest season of the artistic 
year ; and if the painters' faces are pale, it is 
not with fasting, but with hard work ; or if 
they do fast, it is because they can barely 
spare time to snatch a mouthful of food. Those 
who are familiar with the secret history of 
many of the most admired pictures can tell of 
the hairbreadth escapes from total ruin they 
have more than once undergone : how, on the 
very last day before 'sending in,' Brown 
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painted out the face of his principal figure— 
the agonized heroine of the last new heart- 
rending farewell scene — and how he had to 
sit up the whole night to put her in again, 
with deeper throes of anguish, and a better- 
pamted complexion; while Jones performed 
the fiiendly office of dabbing in a background 
for him ; and Thompson tore the picture from 
them at last, and carried it down to Burlington 
House on the top of a common street-cab, just 
in time for the final skirmish of porters. 

All over London, men were toiling and 
half-killing themselves with excitement as the 
fatal day for * sending in ' drew nearer, Mor- 
rison was as busy and as anxious as the rest. 
The winter had been dark and foggy, and his 
mind had been too unsettled for work. He 
was trying to finish his big picture and another 
from Kastwick Nab, and for once was grateful 
when Amb6rgreen, who always had plenty of 
time at his disposal, came idly in with ample 
leisure to criticise. He laughed at Morrison's 
nervousness and said, * I never get into such a 
state about my pictures as you seem to do — 
not a bit of it. When I have finished a thing, 
s2 
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it is finished, and I put it on one side and trouble 
myself no more about it/ 

* But my things never do seem quite right, 
and I can't help working at them so long as I 
see I can make them better.' 

* More's the pity, both for them and you ! 
What a fortune you might make, Morrison, if 
you would learn to let well alone, and if you 
would but addict yourself entirely to sunsets ! 
No one can touch you when it comes to putting 
a fine sunset on the canvas. I can't think how 
you contrive to do it It's not as if you were 
a poetical fellow.' 

Morrison declined this provocation to an 
argument, and said meekly, * I don't think I do 
do it. How I wish the splendid picture one 
wants to paint would let itself be done ! I 
sometimes feel as if at length I was going to do 
something a little more like the thing I am 
trying for than usual, and then nothing comes 
of it. That way a picture has of turning out, 
at the last, just like every other picture, is one 
of the cruellest things in art. 

' Nonsense ! You are no judge of your 
own work. Besides, after all, look how you 
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are getting on ! No young fellow of my ac- 
quaintance is half so well thought of. Why, 
whose work is this?' And as Ambergreen 
spoke he took up a little drawing of the har- 
bour at St. Hilda's, by Eosamond Keithley-^ 
the very picture she was painting when Mor- 
rison first saw her. 

*0h, that's a lady's work. What do you 
think of it ? Tell me, and then I will tell you 
something.' 

' That you are engaged to her, I suppose ? ' 
said Ambergreen coolly, not for one moment 
imagining that there could be a word of truth 
in his assertion, for he looked bn getting mar- 
ried as throwing away every prospect of ad- 
vancement, worldly and intellectual, and could 
not believe that his friend would be so foolish. 
* She can draw,' said Ambergreen. 

' Yes, and I am engaged to her. If you 
wait a little longer you will see her. She is 
coming here to try to finish that for the Elles- 
mere. I have persuaded her to send in.* 

' There is some very good work in it. But 
I would not marry her if I were you. I should 
always imagine her intentions were not honour- 
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able. I mean, she is probably much more fond 
of drawing than of anything else, and is only 
marrying you because you can help her to get 
on. That's it you may be sure. You smile as 
if you felt quite safe, but you may depend on it 
that is her reason. I wish you would not 
marry her — ^I hate my friends marrying ; and 
now there's you, and Miss Brooke, and Mr. 
Ardrossan — ^three of you — at one go ! ' 

' Miss Brooke ! Is she going to be married ? 
But to whom ? ' 

* To Mr. Ardrossan, of course ; so there's 
no more picture-buying to be looked for from 
him* I should 'not have minded manying Miss 
Brooke myself; that is, if ever I could bring 
myself to marry anybody. I used to think die 
did rather like me ; but then, you see, that 
aunt looked such a dragon that I never dared 
to flirt at all.' 

* Is she really going to marry Mr. Ardros- 
san ? ' inquired Morrison. 

' Yes, really — at least, I am told so. I wish 
she was not, don't you ? Good-bye. Be happy 
ibottt your pictures. They are sure to be 
great successes. I never saw such a lucky 
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young fellow as you are. Everything goes 
right with you. You will pass through life 
without knowing what disappointment is ! At 
least, it looks like it. Good-bye again.' 

Morrison turned aside to hide his face, 
which, as he well knew, wore an expression 
somewhat at variance with this statement. The 
pang he felt on hearing Ambergreen's news was 
not long-lived. He was not quite cured of his 
love for Olive — ^he wondered sometimes whether 
he ever should be — but he had a very sincere 
affection for Eose Keithley, and in half an hour 
she and her aunt, Mrs. Ullathome, would be 
with him. 

Dr. Ullathome, at the East End, had a very 
comfortable house, but there was scarcely a 
room in it which he could call his own. All 
day long it was besieged by people who * just 
wanted to speak to him for five minutes.' It 
was astounding how many there were in his 
parish who were in need of money and advice, 
and time to state their wishes ; and each per- 
son's necessity was still more pressing than that 
of the one who had gone before him. One 
room, easy of access from the door, was set 
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apart for these visitors, but it frequently over- 
flowed all over the house, and no room could 
be pronounced absolutely safe from intrusion, 
not even a poor shabby little old nursery where 
Eosamond Keithley, now on a visit to the 
good Eector of St. Dionysius's, had of late set 
up her easel, in the vain hope of quiet. Mor- 
rison had seen her fiitile attempts to secure a 
comer to work in, and had invited her to come 
and paint in his studio ; and while Ambergreen 
was talking to him she was on her way there. 
To-day her companion was not Mrs. UUathome, 
but Miss Lettice Brooke, who had come from 
Austerfield to pay a visit in Sussex^ and was 
spending a week in Kensington Square to break 
the journey. Poor lady, old as she was, she 
found her sister Mary still treated her as a baby, 
and was not sorry when the Bethnal Green 
Ullathornes made her go there for a couple 
of days. This morning she was in a flutter 
of excitement at being asked to go with Eose 
Keithley to Mr. Morrison's studio. ' You are 
sure it is right ? ' she asked. ' I want to go, 
of course, but I don't want to do anything very 
wrong.' 
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*How can it be very wrong? It is not 
wrong at all.' 

* Well, my dear, you know him, and I will 
do as you like, but they do tell such stories of 
artists and theu- goings-on. They are most of 
them very wicked, I fency ; but I'll go if you 
wish it. You say you want Mr. Morrison's 
advice about your picture. It does seem so 
funny to think of his growing up to be an 
authority on any subject! I remember him 
quite a little boy, with no sense whatever, 
except what my niece Olive put into his head/ 

' That must have been a very long time ago,' 
cried Eosamond, full of dutiful respect for her 
lover's intellect. 

' Well, it was. I don't know that he was 
stupider than other boys — they axe all stupid — 
but still I do think he was a particularly dull 
boy. Not that I ever said much to him.' 

* Then how do you know he was so dull ? ' 
said Bose, much piqued. But Miss Lettice was 
quite unaware that she was saying anything 
wrong. 

' I'm sure I don't know how I do know, my 
memory is so bad ; but I am certain he was dull.' 
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Eose laughed merrily, and said, *At any 
rate, he is not dull now. He is so clever and 
interesting. He will like to see you. He has 
talked to me about Austerfield.' 

' I can't think what he finds to admire in 
the place, or what Olive does either — ^I expect 
they liked it because they had all their own 
way when they were there.' 

* He has never mentioned your niece Olive 
to me,' said Eose. ' Was he much at your 
house?' 

V At our house ! ' gasped Miss Lettice, who, 
being country-bred, was a great stickler for the 
due observance of divinely-appointed divisions 
of classes. ' No, he never entered our doors ; 
but he was a good-looking, well-behaved little 
fellow, and somehow or other Olive and he 
were always together.' 

* How old were they then ? ' asked Eosa- 
mond, with one faint tremor of uneasiness. 

* Oh, babies ; children, at any rate. It is 
years ago now. I don't suppose he even re- 
members her name. She thinks he does, but I 
dare say he has forgotten he ever saw her.' 

^ Here we are ! ' said Eosamond. 
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Miss Lattice puckered up her lips in sur- 
prise. She had not expected to find Mr. Mor- 
rison in such good quarters. In her estimation 
the tasteless decorations with which the archi- 
tect had enlivened the exterior of the house 
denoted circumstances of ease, if not of splen- 
dour. 

' I won't tell him your name. Let us see if 
he remembers you.' 

' I bring with me an old acquaintance of 
yours,' said Eose, who had not the slightest con- 
ception of the heights from which Miss Lettice 
had looked down on * Willie,' together with all 
the other 'village people.' *Can you guess 
who it is ? ' 

Morrison looked at the handsome old lady, 
who, dressed in her pretty maidenly greys, now 
stood smiling so benevolently on him. 'Of 
course I can,' he cried warmly. ' Do you think 
I could ever forget an Austerfield face? It is 
Miss Lettice Brooke.' 

' You really remember me ! You have not 
seen me for nearly a dozen years ! ' cried Miss 
Lettice; and then, tactless as usual, she ex- 
claimed, ' My dear Eosamond, if I were you I 
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should be jealous of those very vivid recollec- 
tions of Mr. Morrison's. My niece Ofive is just 
the same. Whenever she sees me she quite 
tears me down with questions about a hundred 
different things at Austerfield that I have no 
interest in.' 

Morrison looked up eagerly. Miss Lettice 
continued: ^ Now, in reality, it is as poor a 
place as you could wish to see. There's not a 
decent house in the whole village, except our 
own and the clergyman's — all the rest are mere 
shabby little cottages.' 

Bose Keithley, who knew that Morrison had 
lived there, and that his origin had been rather 
humble, blushed deeply at this, and looked 
pleadingly at Miss Lettice, who ran on with 
great composure and velocity for some minutes 
longer in the same strain. 

* We must not talk,' interposed Eosamond, 
taking off her bonnet and retreating to a dis- 
tant table. ^ I am only allowed to come here 
on condition that I don't speak.' ^ That's what 
I call a particularly plain hint,' thought she : 
* almost too plain.' 

But Miss Lettice only said, ' Quite right. 
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Of course work must be paramount here, and 
I am not much of a talker.' 

' Will you have a book, Miss Lettice ? ' said 
Bose, full of pity for Morrison. ' Do let me 
get you a book.' 

' Yes, you may give me a book, but I am 
not much of a reader. You see, I forget what 
I have read ten minutes after I have shut the 
book ; so what's the use of my reading? No, 
I'll sit here and think. I won't speak, Mr. 
Morrison. Don't be afraid ; I quite know the 
importance of silence.' There was a second's 
pause, and then she added, ' You see, I some* 
times stay with my sister-in-law in Harley 
Street, and when I am there she occasionally, 
as a great favour, lets me sit with her in her 
study when she is writing, and that makes me 
know so well how important it is to be abso- 
lutely quiet and silent when in the company of 
anyone who is doing head-work. She is dread- 
fully particular — she won't be disturbed. 
When you are with her you must not move or 
speak, or read a newspaper, or do almost any- 
thing. You see it won't do to be noisy, for she 
is thinking hard all the time. I am sure it is 
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very good of her to sit working away so pati- 
ently for so many hours, all for the sake of 
writing books that one forgets ten minutes after 
one has read them. Now, isn't it, Mr. Mor- 
rison, very good ? ' 

He made a civil speech, and she responded 
by another ; after which, having been silent for 
five minutes, she said, * I think you have been 
at Austerfield lately, Mr. Morrison? ' 

* Yes, I went over from St. Hilda's — ^I had 
a fancy to see the old place again.' 

* I heard you had been there. It was so 
odd, too, — I went to see my brother in Harley 
Street the other day— just to spend the day, 
you know, for my real visit there Ls to be paid 
when I return from Sussex — ^that will be in 
about three weeks' time, for I go there to- 
morrow, and am to stay three weeks. Well, 
I went to my brother Eichard's house, and I 
found my niece Miss Olive very ill — ^altc^ether 
ill, and out of spirits. I don't know what had 
happened to her, or whether anything had 
happened, but she looked pale and thin and 
unhappy, and was sitting in her own room 
painting a few twigs of some bush ox other — 
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Ugly things they were, I assure you, Mr. Mor- 
rison — ^and I said to her, " Olive, why don't 
you get some pretty flowers, or fruit, or some- 
thing from Covent Garden to copy? What's 
the use of wasting your time on such common 
rubbish as that, when Covent Garden is so 
near ? " And she said, " Don't be so disrespectful 
to flowers from your own native place ; " and I 
cried out, " My own native place ! How did 
they come here ? " And she asked me if I had 
heard of your being there, and said she was 
sure you had been, for some one had sent her 
a whole hamperful of wild flowers, and she 
felt certain that it could have been no one but 
you ; so I said you had been there, for, you 
see, just by accident I had heard of your sleep- 
ing one night at " The Four Alls," and that made 
me able to tell her ; and you can't think how 
delighted she looked when she found she had 
guessed right.' 

Morrison bent his head down over his pic- 
ture. He did not answer this long speech. He 
dared not speak — ^he scarcely dared to think. 
Bose glanced at him, wondering whether Miss 
Lettice's talk was irritating him beyond endur- 
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ance, or whether his emotion was caused by 
something else. What could it mean ? 

Miss Lettice did not notice anything — ^not 
even that no one had replied to her speech. 
Bose saw her beginning to speak again, and 
trembled. It was terrible that Morrison should 
be so disturbed when each moment was so 
precious I She would go — she wished she had 
not come — ^it was too cruel that he should be 
thus tormented by Miss Lettice on the very eve 
of ' sending in.' 

^ You have not seen my niece, I think, since 
you were both children?' persisted the un- 
conscious Miss Lettice. She thought she was 
behaving like a kind Christian gentlewoman by 
being so ready to meet Morrison on terms of 
equality and talk to him so freely. 

* Oh, yes, I have ; I saw her in Scotland in 
October, and I met her at a party in Harley 
Street on the 6th of February.' 

* Dear me I ' exclaimed Miss Lettice, ' what 
a memory you have for dates ; I wish I had, I 
am sure. Can you remember the dates of your 
parties as well as that, Bose ? ' 

Bose Eeithley started and did some injury 
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to her drawing, for the 6th of February was 
the evening which Morrison had promised to 
spend in her company, and he had broken that 
engagement, apparently for the sake of seeing 
Miss Olive Brooke. ' What have I done ? ' she 
cried, noticing that she had dropped a brush- 
full of colour on a delicate part of her sky. 

* Take care, Eose,' said Morrison, who was 
quick to hear her low cry of distress and go to 
the rescue. * Be cautious how you work, dear; 
you have no time now for anything but very 
careful finishing touches.' His voice was so 
kind and his offered assistance so prompt, that 
his Eose took heart again and looked lovingly 
n his face. 

* Don't forget my song,' cried he. His song 
was a wicked parody on a very pretty poem of 
George Macdonald's : — 

Alas I liow easily things go wrong I 
A touch too much, or a tint too strong, 
And there follows a mess and no end of pain. 
And the drawing is neyer the same agam I 

He soon repaired the damage and went 
back to his work, but Eose soon found herself 
thinking of the real last line of this verse, * And 

VOL. III. M 



Digitized by 



Google 



162 THE LEADEN CASKET. 

life is never the same again ! ' She could not 
drive it out of her mind. Suppose one of those 
little things which make all go wrong so easily, 
had happened now ? 

Miss Lettice did not leave her much time 
for thought — ^she very soon exclaimed, 'Mr. 
Morrison, I wonder you do not go often to my 
sister-in-law's Tuesday evening parties ; she is 
fond of artists and authors, and would be de- 
lighted to see you.' 

' Thank you, I go out so little,' he replied, 
and again became thoughtful, for she had re- 
minded him of his last Tuesday evening in Harley 
Street. Finding everyone so unsociable. Miss 
Lettice began to read, and was actually silent 
for nearly an hour. Morrison painted, but 
his mind was in a turmoil. Miss Lettice's 
stray words stirred up so many thoughts of all 
iinds. Ambergreen said Olive was engaged to 
Mr. Ardrossan! Miss Lettice said she was 
eager for news of Austerfield and dehghted 
with his flowers. Did she care for him a Uttle.^ 
She could scarcely think of Austerfield without 
thinking of him at the same time. She certainly 
thought of Austerfield. But what did it signify 
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what her thoughts were, when she was engaged 
to Mr. Ardrossan and he to Eosamond Keithley ? 
But was she engaged to Mr. Ardrossan ? He 
turned to Miss Lettice, and said, * I hear that 
Miss Olive Brooke is engaged to Mr. Ardrossan 
— ^I hope I do not take a liberty in speaking of 
it, and congratulating you.' 

' Engaged to Mr. Ardrossan — ^indeed she is 
not ! ' cried Miss Lettice, who considered Olive 
nearly twenty years too young to think of 
marrying. * I am certain she is not I should 
have been informed of it if she were.' 

Morrison drew a long breath of relief, and 
then his eye fell on Eosamond Keithley's duti- 
ful head, which was bent down over her work. 
He saw, by a tinge of deeper colour in her 
cheek than was usual, that she was either 
anxious about what she was doing or something 
else, and hastily went to hei side and whispered, 
* Is there anything I can do for you, dear ? 
Don't forget that 1 take quite as much interest 
in your work now as in my own.' 

On this she looked so happy that he could 
not but be happy too. 

* Eemember me kindly to Miss OKve Brooke 
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when you see her/ said he when he bade Miss 
Lettice good-bye. 

* Oh, but I am afraid I shall not see her 
until I return from Sussex.' 

' Then when you write to her, perhaps.' 

* I am not much of a writer,' said she. * I 
don't suppose I shall have any opportunity of 
giving your message for three weeks — you 
know I stay three weeks in Sussex — I told 
you.' 

'Yes, I know, but my message is of no 
consequence whatever.' 
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CHAPTER XL. 

We lose a life in every friend we lose, 

And every death is painful but the last. — ^Lanbob. 

It was a dull and dismal afternoon. The 
air was laden with moisture, which fell in 
almost imperceptibly fine rain. The streets were 
muddy and wretched-looking. Olive was in her 
room dressing to go to her mother's funeral. 
Much as she dreaded the pain of witnessing 
such a ceremony, it would have hurt her still 
more to stay away. Her heart swelled when 
she thought how small would be the number 
of those who would care to be present. Her 
mother had expressed a wish that she should 
wear no mourning, but on this one day she felt 
she must put on a black dress. Dr. Brooke 
was to be there, and Alice, and, as Olive believed, 
no one else ; but when she went downstairs her 
aunt came forward and said, * Dear child, I am 
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going with you.' This mark of kindness 
touched Olive deeply — ^there was sacrifice as 
well as love in it. 

' Your Aimt Alice will go with us,' said Dr. 
Brooke. * We must call for her.' 

'How beautifiil she is!' whispered Mrs. 
Brooke when she saw Alice Ainsley slowly 
walking down the narrow strip of garden. 
* She has just the most beautiful kind of a face 
a woman can have. Don't you think so, 
Eichard?' 

*I don't know, I am sure, dear,' he said 
absently. 

Arrived at the Cemetery, the scanty band 
of mourners arranged themselves and followed 
the coffin to the grave. Ohve felt in a waking 
dream. She kept repeating to herself her 
mother's words as transmitted by Alice : ' Tell 
my dear Olive not to grieve over my death. 
Make her imderstand how I long for rest. Tell 
her that I shall perhaps be more with her now 
than I have ever been before, and that she must 
not pain me by the sight of any sorrow.' Olive 
felt as if she were under an obligation to shed no 
tears and think no repining thoughts. She had 
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brought with her all her Austerfield primroses 
— they were fresh and bright as ever. She 
liked the idea of placing these, which to her 
mind were the most precious flowers she could 
prociu-e, in her mother's grave. When the 
service was over she laid them on the coffin, 
and then caught hold of her uncle's arm and 
said, ' Now, take me away.' But just as he was 
leading her away, she turned and saw Alice 
Ainsley standing gazing into the grave with a 
look in her face which plainly revealed that 
she was feeling that she had nothing left to live 
for. Ever since her girlhood Alice had lived 
for one object only. She had entirely devoted 
herself to the care of the sister who during all 
this time had been so dependent on her, but 
who now needed no more help from anyone. 
Whither was she now to turn ? Who needed her 
love or care? Where was she to look for com- 
panionship ? Olive saw the sense of desolation, 
which was overmastering her, and stole gently 
to her side, slipped her hand in hers, and said, 
* Aunt Alice, love me a Httle, and let me be 
with you sometimes. May I go home with you 
to-day?' 
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A pleased smile broke over Alice's face; 
she kept Olive's hand in hers, and they all left 
the Cemetery. Silently they seated themselves 
in the carriage, and now with one consent all 
the party looked at Alice as the one who 
most needed pity. She was quite unaware of 
their gaze. She sat looking out of the window 
and very full of thought. Just as they were 
approaching the house where she was living she 
turned to the Doctor and exclaimed, * Eichard 
—I beg your pardon — Dr. Brooke, how very 
pale you are ! ' 

' It is nothing,' said Mrs. Brooke. * He is 
a little tired. He often looks like that now — 
he has not recovered his long illness.' 

' You have been ill? ' said Alice — the 
deepest concern overspread her face, and for 
the first time she looked at him with undi- 
vided attention. 

*0h, no, I am quite well,' said he. He 
disliked to have anything said about his health. 

*Pray take care of yourself,' said Alice 
earnestly, and then no more was said until the 
carriage stopped at her door. 

* Olive says she will stay with me till the 
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evening/ said she. ' It is very kind of her.' I 
have a great many things to arrange, and she 
will help me. I hardly know what to do with 
myself — ^I think I shall go abroad.' 

Dr. Brooke seemed uneasy, and said, ' What- 
ever you decide on, Alice, I hope you under- 
stand that you have friends in Harley Street 
who will be glad to be of service to you.' 

' Yes, do understand that, dear,' cried Mrs. 
Brooke with a warmth which surprised her 
husband. * I will come to see you in the morn- 
ing — if I may ? ' 

' In the morning ! ' His wife, who was so 
tenacious of her time during the morning, was 
offering to pay this early visit! Dr. Brooke 
looked at Selina in amazement. She was now 
saying to Alice, * Do not make any very decided 
arrangements about the future until I have seen 
you — please do not, for I have something to 
propose to you.' 

' She surely does not imagine that Alice is 
very poor, and wants to engage her as amanu- 
ensis ? ' thought he. 

He was still more surprised in the evening, 
for Selina was dressed for dinner and in the 
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drawing-room even before the gong sounded. 
Such a thing had not happened for years. A 
smile passed over his face when he saw her, 
but it was not so much in commendation of her 
punctuality as because something in her manner 
pleased him so much. He could not help 
thinking of the time when he first knew her — 
when she was a girl in her own home — and all 
through dinner he was struck by her gentle 
thoughtfulness. 

After tea he usually depended on an easy- 
chair and an amusing book for the comfort of 
his evening, for, though Mrs. Brooke's day's 
work was nominally ended at seven, she inva- 
riably stole away to dwell in fond criticism on 
the inky pages produced in the morning. This 
evening he established himself in a corner as 
usual ; but, happening after a while to look up, 
he was surprised to find he was not alone — 
his wife was sitting staring into the fire with 
folded hands and very earnest eyes. ' I thought 
you had gone off to your work,' said he. 

' I am never going to write again,' she re- 
plied sadly. 
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* Oh, poor wife, you have had a bad review I 
Don't let that vex you too much.' 

She shook her head. *It's a great deal 
worse than that. In fact, the reviews one 
gives oneself always are worse than those one 
gets from other people. Eichard, I have been 
a very bad wife to you.' 

* My dear Selina, no. I can't let you say 
that/ 

' Yes, I have, and you have been so good 
and kind and patient ! I am ashamed to think 
of it/ 

« Think of what ? What can you mean ? ' 

* Of your forbearance— of how I must have 
tried you.' 

* What can make you talk in this way, 
Selina ? I am not making any complaint. It 
is the very last thing I had it in my mind to do 
to-night.' 

* But I am making a complaint against my- 
self. I seem all at once to see how much you 
have had to bear, Eichard. I have tried you 
to the uttermost, I know, and imder the cir- 
cumstances I can't imagine how you have borne 
it so well.' 
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' My dear Selma, you are distressing your- 
self without a cause. What can you be think- 
ing of ? " Under the circumstances " — ^under 
what circumstances ? ' And the Doctor looked 
as he felt — ^honestly puzzled. 

*ril tell you what I mean. Perhaps the 
only good you have ever got from my writing 
novels has come to you to-day. My novel- 
writing has made me understand something 
which I should never have understood without 
it. Eichard, I was not your first love; I 
thought I was — ^until this morning. Your first 
love was Alice Ainsley. Don't interrupt me. 
Let me tell you the story as I imagine it — you 
shall tell me if I am right. Eichard, my dear 
husband, if I did not love you with all my heart 
— if I did not know you loved me, and feel 
grateful to you for doing so, and trust in you 
entirely, I could not speak to you as I am doing 
now.' 

They were now sitting side by side. He 
took her hand in his and waited to hear what 
she wished to say. ' Eichard, dear, I saw it all 
this morning. Chesterfield married Dorothy 
Ainsley — ^you were engaged to Alice. If 
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Dorothy was as beautiful and noble-looking a 
woman as Alice is, it must have been hard to 
find two such sisters anywhere. Chesterfield's 
trouble brought on your trouble — that's how I 
imagine it all — and when he divorced his poor 
wife, your engagement with Alice was broken 
ofi* too. I see it all. She would not marry 
into a family which had treated her sister so 
ill — or she wished to devote herself to her, or 
you did not uphold Dorothy's innocence heartily 
enough — there are so many ways in which it 
might have happened. It is painful to think of 
it, but have I not guessed the truth ? ' 

'Yes,' said he, 'you have. Ahce and I 
were to have been married. No time was fixed, 
for I had my way to make, but we were en- 
gaged, and then that miserable trial came, and 
everything was at an end between us.' 

' I can't think how you could ever care for 
me after having been engaged to Alice. You 
did love me, I think, but she is so superior — 
she is one in a thousand.' 

' So are you. I loved her most truly ; but, 
Selina, I loved you too, and, dear, need I say 
that I love you still ? ' 
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Mrs. Brooke had never been bo happy in 
her life. ' In spite of all I have done to make 
you unhap — ^no, uncomfortable ? ' 

What is that ? Of course I love you. I 
may sometimes have wished you would give 
more of your time to your house and children, 
but I have never ceased to feel that you were 
a high-minded, noble woman. There is no 
smallness of mind in you, Selina.' 

' I hope not,' repUed Mrs. Brooke humbly. 
She was afraid she did not quite deserve this 
high praise. 

' I am sure of it. To-day in the Cemetery 
you somehow or other guessed that there 
had been a time when poor Alice Ainsley 
was more to me than anyone else in the 
world, and you at once became doubly kind to 
her.' 

' How could I be otherwise ? I felt she was 
a thousand times more worthy of you than I. 
I looked at you both, and thought how you 
must have suffered. I was ashamed when I 
saw how little I had done to make you happy 
with me. Bichard, I will never write another 
page. We will have the children home — it is 
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time they left school. Let us have them with 
us and be happy together.' 

< We will have them back/ said Dr. Brooke ; 
* but as to your giving up your writing, I exact 
no such sacrifice. Do it at stated times ; don't 
give it up altogether.' 

' We will think about that— you know I am 
not one of those who think that the half is 
better than the whole. Besides, I want to 
please you.' 

' To please me, dear? Don't class me with 
those who maintain that a woman ought to 
have no higher ambition than to make her 
husband comfortable.' 

' Oh, no ! ' cried Mrs. Brooke ; and then she 
bethought herself and added, ' At least, I don't 
know — ^perhaps I ought to say that that was 
just what I did imagine you always felt ought 
to be the object of my hfe.' 

' My dear wife, you have lived with me all 
these years, and don't know me better than 
that ! No one hkes to see women take a high 
place in the world better than I do, but not at 
the expense of plain duties. People must be 
faithful over the little things which are com- 
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mitted to their charge before they even attempt 
to meddle with great ones.' 

' But I always hoped to earn so much money 
by writing that I could pay for having every- 
thing done for you in a way far superior to 
anything I could have done. And after all I 
have never made any money worth mentioning. 
I suppose the fact is my books are not clever.' 
And the poor lady sighed. ' Well,' she added, 
' you have been very good to me, Bichard, and 
I am going to write no more — that is, imless 
this present book is so successful that it really 
»ooks as if I ought to go on. There is the bell. 
Et is Olive. Let us finish this conversation 
before she comes. Eichard, I want to ask you 
if I may invite Alice Ainsley to come and stay 
with us — live with us, if she likes — she is ter- 
ribly alone ? ' 

*Tou are too good, Selina. Do as you 
think best.' 

The bell did not announce Olive's arrival, 
but that of a letter for Dr. Brooke. He read 
it with a curious smile on his face ; then without 
speaking thrust it into his pocket — ^he had not 
♦he heart to tell his wife its contents that night, 
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but perhaps it is not quite fair to withhold them 
from our readers. It was a note from Mrs. 
TJllathome, and ])egan thus : — 

BiCHABD Bbooke, — ^I have to-day read your wife's novel. 
You may tell her so, and that I recognise my own portrait, and 
am extremely grateful to her for the pains which she has be- 
stowed on it. You may also inform her that before I went 
abroad last year I made my will, and as you and she have never 
worried me with your attentions, I left 20,0002. to you, the same 
sum to her, and 10,0002. to each of your children ; but as I find 
you have a wife so richly endowed with genius that she will have 
no difficulty in providing for your family without any assistance 
from me, I have burnt that will, and shall make a new one to- 
morrow morning, in which this very unnecessary bequest will not 

appear. 

Maey Ullathobnb. 

'Does that letter vex you in any way, 
dear?' inquired Mrs. Brooke, when she saw 
that her husband had suddenly become rather 
silent. 

'Yes — no. It would have vexed me ter- 
ribly if we had not had this talk together. I 
defy anything to vex me now.' 
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CHAPTEE XLI. 

Thus do all traitors ; 
If their pnrgation did consist in words. 
They are as innocent as grace itself : 
Let it suffice thee that I trust thee not. 

As T<m Like It, 



How was the so-called Lady Brooke to be 
treated? This was the question which the 
Brookes of Harley Street lost no time in put- 
ting to themselves after the real Lady Brooke's 
death and the disclosures which had preceded 
it. Dr. Brooke had a burning desire to intro- 
duce her to the notice of the nearest policeman ; 
but being reminded that that was incompatible 
with letting her go her way in peace, he de- 
clared that he would never see or speak to her 
again. But, after all, his part was an easy one 
to play, for she had no wish whatever to see 
him or to speak to him, and never did either 
when it was possible to avoid it. Mrs. Brooke 
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felt an equal repugnance to her; and as for 
. Olive she loathed the very thought of her. At 
the same time, all three considered themselves 
bound to let her depart quietly — that is, with- 
out any open scandal. 

Two days after Ohve's flight from Welbeck 
Street Lady Brooke called in Harley Street, 
and was told that the whole family was out. 
This she did not believe, and was furious at 
being denied admittance. On this particular 
day she had not meant to stay long with Ohve ; 
she had others to see as well as her undutifiil 
stepdaughter, and more crops of dragons' teeth 
to sow than one. Being turned away from 
Dr. Brooke's door, she stopped a cab and be- 
gan her rounds by paying a visit to Mrs. UUa- 
thome. 

' Mary,' said she, ' you have been kinder to 
me than any of Chesterfield's sisters — I shall 
always be grateftd to you. I wish you would 
come out to India. The climate would suit 
you admirably, if you only stayed six months 
or so.' 

Mrs. Ullathome shook her head. ' I don't 
expect to be long here. I have much to do 
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and to think of — my house must be set in 
order.' 

' Oh, I am so sorry if anything is wrong,' 
cried Lady Brooke, who was not conversant 
with phraseology of this kind. ' It is Olive's 
fault if there is ; she said she would look after 
everything.' 

Mrs. Ullathome growled, but did not con- 
descend to explain. Lady Brooke continued : 
'Mary, what do you think. of Selina encourag- 
ing Ohve to set me at defiance ? ' 

' She is a novel-writing nuisance ! ' 

* She does not seem to care for the feelings 
of any of her relations. Have you seen her last 
novel ? They say it is rather better than usual.' 

* Bah ! I know the sort of thing it wiU be. 
Li one of Dr. Johnson's reviews he says of some 
book or other, " A man might write reams of 
such stufi*, if he would only abandon his mind 
to it," and he would have said the same of 
Sehna's rubbish.' 

' Then you have not read it ? ' persisted 
Lady Brooke, who found it harder than she 
expected to stir up Mrs. Ullathome to the de- 
sired point of interest. 
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' I — oh dear, no ; I certainly have not read 
it/ rephed that lady gruffly. She was one of 
those persons who think that they settle the 
claims of any book by saying, ' I have not read 
it/ ' In fact, I read no novels. I leave that 
to poor empty-headed Sister Lettice — she is 
never without a novel in her hands. But why 
do you go on asking me if I have read it ? Is 
there anything in it I ought to see ? Has she 
been putting us aU in it ? ' 

' They say so. I have not read it myself, 
but I have it here and soon shall,' said Lady 
Brooke, tapping the first volume of ' Cross-and- 
Fifty,' of which she had devoured every wordr 
* I expect to find a portrait of myself in it when 
I do.' 

' It's of no consequence what she does ; she 
is welcome to put me into every book she 
writes, if she chooses. I am sure I shall never 
trouble myself to read any of them.' 

* Oh, she wouldn't put you in — she wouldn't 
take such a Uberty.' 

' I feel quite indifierent,' rephed Mrs. Ulla- 
thome, whose curiosity was now piqued to the 
uttermost. 'People must describe somebody. 
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I dare say my character will do as well for her 
as another.' 

Lady Brooke chatted a while longer and 
then left, but she purposely forgot to take with 
her the first volume of ' Cross-and-Fifty,* and 
she had not been gone five minutes before Mrs. 
Ullathome discovered it and began to read it 
with all the spectacle-power at her command. 
Lady Brooke then went to Mrs. Eaymond's. 
*I have come to have a little talk with you, 
Esther/ said she. ' Olive has left my lodgings 
and gone to Harley Street. I don't know why. 
Don't you think that Bichard and Selina are 
behaving very ill.' 

* They are odd people/ replied Mrs. Eay- 
mond, shrugging her shoulders. 

* I must see Olive before I leave England — 
about the Filoselle business, you know ; but if 
they won't let me do so, will you imdertake to 
talk to her about it? The woman has been 
asking rather disagreeable questions — she is not 
so civil as she ought to be.' 

' She is a fool I She must have heard about 
Mr. Ardrossan.' 

' Yes, of course ; but she is very pertinacious. 
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Someone has told her that OUve is going back 
to India with me ; so I suppose she thought it 
was off.' 

' If it were not for the Ardrossan affair, 
Olive could not do better than go there — ^she 
would be snapped up directly*' 

' She would not go there. She hates me ; 
and then Chesterfield is so strange about her. 
He sits and thinks of that dreadful divorce busi- 
ness until he is quite low-spirited. That's why I 
have given myself so much trouble about Olive 
— ^I can't bear to see him look so dismal. He 
would be happier if she were married. She is 
a sullen, disagreeable ^rl — at least, she is so 
now. I should have thought she might have 
been very happy with me. I could have gone 
on with her, I am sure, if she would have 
allowed me. I could Uve with anyone who 
was at all nice to me.' 

This was perfectly true. Lady Brooke could 
have spent years in OUve's company imtroubled 
by any thought of the injury which she had 
done her. Lady Brooke never suffered from 
remorse — ^had no compunctious visitings of any 
kind, unless, as was rarely the case, she saw 
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that she had missed some good which had once 
been within her grasp. 

* Is Olive suUen ? Well, I'll talk to her/ 
'Do. Make her miderstand her position 

thoroughly. It reaUy is necessary.' 

* Indeed it is,,' said Mrs. Kaymond gravely. 
* It would not do to have it known and talked 
about.* 

Lady Brooke waited until the last day of 
her stay in England before she again tried to 
see Olive. When she arrived in Harley Street, 
Mrs. Brooke, who had been on guard for days 
to keep her away from Olive, had just gone out 
on business. Dr. Brooke too was out. John 
had been told not to allow Lady Brooke to 
enter the house, but Lady Brooke would take 
no denial. 

'Miss Brooke is in her own room lying 
down, you say, and can see no one ! She can't 
object to see her own mother. If anything is 
said about your letting me go upstairs to her, 
I'll take aU the blame on myself. I must see 
her." I am surprised that anyone should think of 
trying to prevent me ! ' And without listening 
to another word, and nimble as a gu'l of 
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seventeen, she ran upstairs and made her way 
into Olive's room. 

Olive was not lying down or ill, but sitting 
by the window, trying to copy the colour of 
Willie's sycamore-buds. They were in a Sal- 
viati glass before her, and both her work itself 
and the thoughts to which it gave rise were very 
pleasant to her. 

'OHve,' said Lady Brooke, as she burst 
thus suddenly in on her, ' I have come to see 
you, because to-morrow I leave England.' 

Olive rose and grasped the edge of the 
table to support herself. Then she stood look- 
ing at her stepmother with as much calmness 
as she could muster, but with an expression of 
intense dismay and dislike. 

* Olive,' said Lady Brooke gently, 'you 
seem to have some very strong feehng against 
me. I have none against you. I do not like 
to go to another quarter of the world with the 
impression that something is amiss between us. 
I know girls often dislike their stepmothers, 
but still I have not been such an unkind one to 
you that you need wish not to see me before I 
go. Now, have I?* 
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Olive was silent; she was strugglii^g witli 
emotions of the most painful kind, which, in 
obedience to her mother's wish, she was de- 
sirous to conceal. 

' You left my lodgings suddenly more than 
a week ago — ^you have twice left my house in 
the same way without telling me — once you 
say it was to avoid seeing a gentleman. You 
can't plead that excuse this time, for you went 
away with one. It was very odd of you to do 
that ; but be odd if you like — only don't be so 
remarkably unfriendly. Why have you shut 
yourself up here and done your best not to see 
me?' 

' I — ^I thought it was better not ' Olive 

began. 

•Why better not? I have given up the 
idea of gaining your affection, but I have done 
nothing to make it impossible for you to stay 
imder the same roof with me for the two or 
three days which had to pass before I left. 
Think how strange it must seem to everyone I 
Olive, your father's wife has at any rate a right 
to be treated with the appearance of respect.' 

•Don't speak of this to me,' cried Olive, 
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putting the greatest constraint on herself * Do 
not make me say ' 

' But I want you to say all that you have 
to say — I want to know how I am to answer 
your father when he asks for an explanation of 
your treatment of me.' 

'Tell him what you like — only leave me 
alone.' 

'Leave you alone! You talk in a way 
which I don't understand.' 

' Leave me,' said Olive faintly ; 'leave me, I 
beg of you — I must not try to make you 
understand.' 

On this Lady Brooke*s pale face flushed 
rose-red, and she exclaimed, ' Do you order me 
to leave the room, Olive ? ' Then she changed 
her manner and said, almost tearfully, ' I give 
you my solemn word of honour that I have 
tried to be a good mother to you.' 

The words which she heard, the restraint 
which she was compelled to put on herself, the 
terrible excitement of the scene, were almost 
more than Olive could endure ; she sank into 
her chair and hid her face in her hands. She 
was almost beside herself with pain. Lady 
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Brooke's eyes were fixed on her ; she saw how 
she was suffering, and said kindly, ' Dear child, 
I have only come to say good-bye — I am going 
back to your father. What am I to say to 
him?' 

'What you think right,' replied Ohve 
very bitterly. 

'That's not what I meant. Of course I 
will try to say what is right,' said Lady Brooke 
simply, as if she were quite too good and high- 
minded to do otherwise. ' I mean to make light 
of the little differences which have arisen be- 
tween us. Indeed, I daresay before I reach 
India I shall have forgotten them ; but that's 
not what I wanted to say — I meant that I 
should like to be able to tell him that you were 
about to make a happy marriage.' 

Olive looked up with flashing eyes, and the 
expression of her face was so proudly indignant 
that Lady Brooke cried, 'You surely don't ob- 
ject to my taking an interest in you ? ' 

* I do. I will not have it I Leave me and 
my future, and all that concerns me, entirely 
alone ! ' 

' Olive, you ought to be ashamed of your- 
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self! You know that I came back to England 
entirely on your account. I did not want you 
to feel yoiu^elf an outcast/ 

* I do not know it or believe it. I did not 
feel an outcast before you came. Besides, in 
my family, the outcasts have been the noblest 
people.' 

'Taunts, sneers, endless reproaches — that's 
what I have from you, Olive. Well, I will go 
away, knowing that I have done my very best 
to be a good mother to you.' 

* " Mother " ! Don't use the word ! No one 
can be so good to a child as her own mother — 
you should have left me mine ! ' 

' I should have left you yours ! I had 
nothing to do with your losing her. Ohve, at 
last you drive me to speak openly — it will save 
pain in the end. You are making yourself 
miserable by believing that letter which Hannah 
Deanham wrote to you. I know you are. 
She wrote to you, and she wrote to me too. 
She is a person who will tell lies on any side, if 
she is but well paid.' 

* I paid her nothing,' said Olive very bit- 
terly. 
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* I dare say not ; you perhaps had not the 
opportunity of seeing her, but you beUeve the 
low gossip she put in her letter. You are in- 
fluenced against me by a servant — and yet you 
know what she hinted at is untrue. The law 
proved it to be so. Your poor mother — ^I do 
not wish to pain you by speaking ill of her — 
was very giddy and unprincipled.' 

Olive was goaded to the last pitch of endu- 
rance. For a moment she looked almost 
piteously in Lady Brooke's face. The words 
* Leave me, I entreat you, or you will drive me 
to say what I ought not,' were on her hps ; but 
Lady Brooke's face was hard as iron, and she 
added, * Her conduct nearly killed your father.' 

Olive sprang to her feet, opened a drawer 
in a cabinet, took out a small packet, and 
cried, ' Don't repeat that lie again !'^ You have 
said it very often to me. Whatever was done 
to hurt my father was done by you — ^you have 
neither heart nor conscience. This parcel is 
yours — ^take it and go, and never come near 
me again ! ' And as Olive spoke she pushed 
towards Lady Brooke a small packet — not for 
worlds would she have encountered the risk of 
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touching her hand by giving it otherwise. 
Outside the parcel was written, * Part of fifty 
pounds of Lady Brooke's money left by Hannah 
Deanham for the use of her sister Mary, now 
residing at 33 Mulberry Street, Bethnal Green, 
which Mary Gardiner desires to return, now 
that she knows that it was earned by a crime/ 

Olive had not intended to give this to Lady 
Brooke herself — she had meant to send it to 
her; hence this long explanation outside. 
Lady Brooke started when she read it, and 
turned very paid Then she looked almost 
piteously at Olive and said, * You have seen 
Mary Gardiner ? She is in England ! ' 

' I have seen her, and heard her story, and 
have in my possession proof that it is true.' 

* It is not true, and no such proof can exist. 
Hannah Deattiham's word is as much to be 
relied on as her sister's.' 

* I have four letters of Hannah Deanham's, 
in each of which she owns that she committed 
perjury by your instigation.' 

*Tell me what you intend to do?' said 
Lady Brooke, after a dismayed pause. Her 
voice feltered — she [seemed to acknowledge 



Digitized by 



Google 



that her future was in Olive si power. Olive 
diook her head — ^worda failed her. 

* Olive,' pleaded Lady l^ooke, * your fitther 
and I have lived very happily together for 
nearly twenty years. It seems a terrible thing 
to ruin the rest of his life — he is an old man 
now/ 

*Do not talk to me of your happiness,' 
cried Olive wildly. *How dare you? If 
you have lived happily with him you must be 
a wretch to be able to do Jit. Did you never 
think of the wife whom he loved so much be- 
fore you married him, and of the state to which 
you had brought her? * 

* Of course I did. But most of her un- 
happiness was caused by her brother; you 
must know that. She never even pretended to 
love her husband.' 

' She tried to love him ; she would have 
loved him in the end. She faithfully did her 
duty to him. She obeyed him when he told 
her to forbid Mr. Lilburn to come to the house ; 
and if she did not love him quite as much as 
she ought to have done, she must have loved 
her child. You were her greatest friend, and 
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you robbed her of her husband and home and 
child. You took from her her good name, and 
left her nothing — not even her reason! For 
twenty years she hved, sometimes quite mad 
with misery, always half beside herself. I have 
been told that her one cry, day and night, used 
to be, " Let me have my child back." ' 

'You can see her now,' pleaded Lady 
Brooke ; * fihe has got you back now.' 

* She is dead!' 

' Dead ! ' echoed Lady Brooke. 

* Yes, dead ; she died a few hours after she 
saw me. She had hved in poverty and disgrace 
— not allowed to see her own child. She knew 
that if ever I heard her name at all, it would 
be as that of a woman too wicked to be loved.' 

* If she is dead,' cried Lady Brooke eagerly 
— ' I did not know it, of course, or I would not 
have spoken as I did — but if she is dead, you 
have no reason to do such a cruel thing as 
making Mary Gardiner's story public would be. 
Why should you disturb our happiness, Ohve ? 
No one will be the better for it if you do.' 

Ohve's Up curled. There was no making 
this woman think of anyone but herself. I 

VOL. III. 
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don't envy your happiness/ she said most 
bitterly, ' but I am not going to disturb it. My 
mother's last words were that she did not wish 
the truth to be made known. She said that 
my father had chosen to doubt her when, if he 
had trusted her, his doing so would have made 
all the difference, and that it was nothing to 
her now if he changed his opinion. She did 
not want him to be miserable, or your children 
to be branded with disgrace. I shall obey her 
wishes— you have nothing to fear from me.' 

' It was very noble of hpr, and very sensible 
too. Olive, one thing I must beg of you.' 

* Ask nothing of me — say no more ; go 
back to my father and be happy if you can. 
I have told you what my mother said. I have 
nothing more to say to you. I only wish you 
would go out of my sight.' 

Lady Brooke was thoroughly uncomfortable. 
The strongest feeling of her nature was a de- 
sire to be at ease in mind and body. She 
earnestly wished that Olive would say just one 
word or two which would recur to her memory 
when she recalled this scene, and enable her to 
feel that, terrible as the interview had been, it 
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had on the whole ended better than could have 
been expected. She did not wish to remember 
that she had been driven forth with shame and 
contempt. She looked to see if there was any 
sign of Olive softening. She could see none. 
'I leave England to-morrow. We shall pro- 
bably never meet again/ said she, thinking that 
this might lead to the comforting sentence 
being spoken. 

' Meet again ! ' cried Olive. ' I will never 
see you again — ^how dare you speak of such a 
thing, after what you have done ? ' And as she 
spoke her gaze was imflinching. 

Lady Brooke could not meet it — she hesi- 
tated and almost trembled. How was she to 
leave the room? 'You have behaved very 
well ' she began. 

' Hush ! ' cried Olive. * I wiU listen to no 
more, certainly not to thanks. I have obeyed 
my mother, that is all. Leave me at once, if 
you please ; I can bear no more of this.' 

Lady Brooke txuned, and, with her head 
bent down in as much of shame as she was 
capable of feeling, crept out of the room and 
left the house. 

o3 
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CHAPTEE XLH. 

Widow, And now you know my meaning. 
Kath, A very mean meaning. 

Tcuniing of the Shrew, 

Bos. Patience once more, whiles our compact is urged. 

As You Like It. 

Mrs. Eaymond had at least a dozen en- 
gagements for a certain April afternoon, and 
there was not one of them which did not seem 
to promise a very fair amount of enjoyment ; 
but she left them all miftilfiUed, and went to 
Harley Street to speak to her niece Olive on a 
matter of importance. ' I don't like having to 
do this/ thought she. 'I don't like it at all, 
but I have no choice. Ohve can't be such a 
fool as to want any advice from me about Mr. 
Ardrossan, but I must keep my promise.' She 
asked if Mrs. Brooke was at home. For years, 
when she had put that question, John had 
muttered sulkily. * She is in the study, ma'am. 
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She told me to say she was engaged/ To this 
she had as invariably responded, *0h, very 
well; say I've called.' For Mrs. Kaymond, 
once a great beauty, and still, as she hoped, a 
very fascinating woman, didn't see why she 
need show any anxiety to see her inky-fingered 
and absorbed sister-in-law, imless her sister-in- 
law had an equal desire to see her. 

To-day John looked alert and said, ' Mrs. 
Brooke is at home ; she's in the drawing-room.' 

* Alone?' 

' Yes, alone, ma'am.' 

'Writing?' 

' Oh dear, no, ma'am.' 

Mrs. Eaymond could not believe her senses. 
' Selina,' said she, ' I want to talk to you ; but 
first tell me if you have brought Mary tJUa- 
thome round?' 

*No.' 

* Have you tried ? ' 

* Yes, Kichard went, and said he was very 
sorry I had made one of my characters seem to 
be rather like her by seizing on two or three of 
her little peculiarities ' 

* You don't mean that you allowed him to 
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own that any part of that character was drawn 
from her ? ' 

' I could not help doing that — ^you see, it 
was.' 

' You should have sworn that you drew it 
from me. You should have sworn anything, 
to put her in a good-humour again.' 

Mrs. Brooke looked indignant. * I am not 
going to tell untruths for the sake of her 
money.' 

' I would tell mountains of untruths for it. 
What would I not say and swear ? — I would 
even maintain that she was sweet-tempered. 
She will never forgive you.' 

' It is vexing, but it can't be helped. I am 
sorry, for Eichard's sake. Esther, what a run 
that book would have if only we could put a 
flyleaf into it saying, " This book has cost the 
author a legacy of 70,000/. " ! I really do 
think a generous public would hasten to make 
good the loss. However, I shall always be 
grieved to think that I have hurt her feelings.' 

* Never mind her feelings. She has none. 
I don't care a pin for that part of the matter. 
I am thinking of poor Eichard — ^it must be a 
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fearful disappointment to him. Vincent would 
have killed me if I had done such a thing. 
Selina, tell me about Ohve and Mr. Ardrossan. 
She will accept him, I suppose ? ' 

' Mr. Ardrossan ! Is he hkely to propose 
to her?' 

Mrs. Eaymond stared — this vernal sim- 
plicity, this mental opacity, was quite beyond 
her power of comprehension. 

'He certainly has been a great deal here 
lately, and we are glad to see him. He comes 
every other day.' 

' Well, what does that look hke ? ' 

' I have never remarked that he was fond of 
Olive.' 

'Will she accept him if he offers to her?' 
interrupted Mrs. Eaymond impatiently. 

' But he is far too old for her — he must be 
twenty years older than she is.' 

' If he were forty years older, it would still 
be a splendid match for her ! Selina, do show 
a httle more worldly wisdom. TU go and 
speak to Ohve. Where is she ? ' 

She went to her niece. She approached 
the subject daintily and delicately ; but as soon 
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as Olive caught a glimpse of her meaning, she 
was up in arms in a moment, and cried, ' Aunt 
Esther, you are as bad as my stepmother! 
That is just the way in which she used to talk 
to me as soon as any gentleman had said three 
or four civil things to me.' 

' Quite right too. Only a part of a mother's 
duty. Olive dear, your stepmother, as you 
call her, is gone, and nothing I say can make 
any difference now ; but I must say that you 
treated that poor woman very ill. Let me 
speak — don't be vexed with me. I am your 
aunt, and have known you since you were a 
baby — you really treated her cruelly. Forgive 
me, but I must for once remind you that the 
circumstances were peculiar ; and if, when she 
came to England, she had left you to yourself, 
and not taken you everywhere with her, as she 
did, no one could have blamed her. She was 
not bound to feel much interest in you, but she 
did. She devoted herself to you all the time 
she was here, and never once left you for any 
pleasant visit of her own.' 

'She was afraid to leave me. She was 
keeping watch to see that certain persons of 
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whom she was much afraid did not approach 
me. She was in constant terror lest they should 
tell me things which it was important for her 
to conceal.' 

' Oh, nonsense, Olive ! your Aunt Sehna has 
infected you with her love of imagining plots 
for novels.' 

'Aunt Esther, this is a painftd subject, but 
my stepmother has gone, and you may as well 
know the truth about her. It is a secret 
which I am forbidden to make pubUc. It must 
not be known beyond our own family. Go to 
Aunt Selina and ask her to tell you what we 
know about my stepmother. I would rather 
you should hear it from* her than from me.' 

Mrs. Raymond began to be afraid that Ohve 
was mad. More than once lately she had seen 
signs of great mental excitement in her, and 
had feared that there was a danger of her being 
attacked by her mother's terrible malady. She 
looked anxiously at her now, and crept away 
to Mrs. Brooke, not really beheving that there 
was anything to hear, but wishftil to pacify 
Olive. 

After some time she returned, looking pale 
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and nervous, and as if she had received a shock 
she would not readily forget. She stooped and 
kissed Olive, and said, ' Dear child, your aunts 
have always loved you; they must now love 
you more than' ever. What I have heard 
makes me still more anxious to say what I 
came to say. Don't be vexed with me if I try 
to gather from you what your intentions are 
with respect to Mr. Ardrossan. It is so impor- 
tant that you should have a home of your 
own.' 

' Is it not rather indelicate to begin to settle 
what you will do about a gentleman who has 
never so much as shown that he has any inten- 
tion of asking you to marry him ? ' cried Olive. 

* Oh, it is constantly done,' said Mrs. Eay- 
mond. ' You must have an idea what you will 
do.' 

* He is very kind to me, but he does not 
care for me in the way you seem to think.' 

' I know better. Olive, he is a charming 
man — so handsome, so intellectual, so distin- 
guished-looking ! ' 

* Yes,' said Olive warmly ; ' he really is.' 

' Oh, I see it is all right. I was sure you 
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could not be blind to his attractions. I need 
say no more/ 

' I am not blind to his attractions. I like 
him immensely, and it would be very imgratefiil 
if I didn't ; but I must tell you that, supposing 
such a very unlikely thing happened as that he 
should propose to me, I should not accept 
him.' 

'But that's absurd — so absurd that I can't 
beUeve it. Have you any reason for refusing 
him?' 

' No very special reason,' repUed Olive, look^ 
ing rather confused. 

' Then I may as well tell you that there is 
a very special reason why you ought to accept 
him — why you must accept him, indeed. If 
you refuse him, a very terrible thing will 
happen — there will be a fearful scandal.' 

Olive looked, as she felt, intensely curious, 
but waited for her aunt to continue ; and Mrs. 
Eaymond slowly and painfully revealed to her 
that when Lady Brooke came to England she 
had felt her resources entirely inadequate to 
clothing a beautiful girl like herself for fashion- 
able society, where endless changes of costume 



Digitized by 



Google 



204 THE LEADEN CASKET. 

and the most lavish expenditure are required, 
and she had adopted a plan not by any means 
imheard of in the set to which she belonged. 
She had taken her to Madame Filoselle — ^a lady 
who, as it was well known — ^though such things 
are not spoken of — was in the habit of taking 
six young ladies under her protection, as it 
were, and clothing them entirely, from their 
first entrance into society imtil their marriage. 
This she always did with the utmost Uberality 
and secresy, but, of course, under certain con- 
ditions. The first was that the young lady 
herself was so beautiful and attractive in every 
way that it was absolutely certain that she 
would be sought in marriage by men of rank 
and wealth, if only she was enabled by Madame 
Filoselle's assistance to appear to advantage in 
the society which they frequented. Then, too, 
she was to make thi? good marriage within a 
reasonable time. Thirdly, Madame Filoselle's 
bill — ^which would natiu'ally be much larger 
because of her having to wait for the money, 
and because the transaction involved some risk 
— was to be paid by the bride soon after she 
had secured her rich husband; after which. 
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common gratitude would demand that she should 
continue to order all her dresses from the 
arbiter of her fate — ^Madame Filoselle. Mrs. 
Eaymond told this to Olive in her own words and 
with many assurances that it was a common 
enough arrangement. People did not talk of 
such things, of course, but everyone of a certain 
class knew quite well that they were done. 
Olive heard her in silence and the deepest 
shame. Her head sank lower and lower, her 
hands were clasped in helpless dismay ; she felt 
as if she could not find words to speak. Her 
aunt was pleased to see that she recognised 
the gravity of the situation ; she was certain 
that she would make no difficulty now. Mr. 
Ardrossan was the rock of safety to which she 
would fly and cling — ^what else could she do ? 

' So that's the long and short of my story,' 
said Mrs. Eaymond. ' Don't let it vex you. 
One is apt to be startled at a thing of this kind 
on first hearing of it, but it seemed the kindest 
and best arrangement we could make to secure 
your happiness, and it's continually done. 
There are always six girls in society who are 
dressed this way. Women like Madame Filo- 
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selle have it in their power to do an immensity 
of good. Many a pretty, nice girl, who has a 
good home and husband of the right sort, would 
be in a very different plight if she had not had 
the good fortune to please Madame Filoselle 
when taken to her. You are astonished, I see,' 
added Mrs. Eaymond, who was a little uneasy 
at Olive's strange looks and silence. ' Of course 
you must be. But you must own that Madame 
Filoselle has kept her part of the bargain most 
handsomely. She grudges nothing when once 
she takes a fancy and sees that her efforts will 
be rewarded with success. She took to you 
amazingly. She is b^inning to be rather im- 
patient, though. You see, most of her young 
ladies get something settled during their first 
season. She is beginning to fidget a little, but 
I am sure she will go on being nice for some 
time to come — quite long enough for you to do 
all you want.' 

All the blood in Olive's body seemed to 
rush to her face as she said, ^ So help me God, 
I will never wear one thing that has come from 
her house again I ' 

^ You dislike the idea of the arrangement 
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SO mucli ? ' said Mrs. Eaymond, without the 
most remote conception of how Olive loathed 
the ignominy to which she had so unconsciously 
been pledged. 'I can readily imagine your 
doing so. We won't speak of it again — only it 
is right you should know of it — you would be 
acting in the dark if you didn't. But don't 
worry yourself, dear ; it will be all right. You 
will marry Mr. Ardrossan — ^he is a charming 
man, and, what is better still, he is as rich as 
a Jew. She won't expect to be paid the whole 
sum you owe her at once — ^you can give it to 
her little by little, as you have it.' 

' How horrible ! How shameful ! Do you 
mean that I am to steal it when I can do so 
unobserved? ' asked Olive bitterly. ' Aunt, we 
may as well understand each other. If I loved 
Mr. Ardrossan so much that I knew refusing 
him actually meant dying, I would still refuse 
him. After what you have told me, nothing 
should ever induce me to accept him. You and 
my stepmother made this bargain. I know 
what kind of a woman she is, but I did think 
that you would be worlds above having any- 
thing to do with such degradation as this ! ' 
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' Olive, say what you like — ^it is natural — 
you are taken by surprise. I won't be offended 
with you. I must put the matter plainly before 
you. You will be obliged to marry Mr. Ar- 
drossan, or someone else who is rich enough to 
pay for all the things you have had. They 
must be paid for — that woman won't go with- 
out her money.' 

* I would die rather than do such an in- 
famous thing.' 

* Nonsense, dear I Just look what much 
worse things than this are done every day by 
people, and good people too, for the sake of 
securing things they want. It's absurd to think 
so seriously of it. Depend upon it, Mr. Ar- 
drossan will be only too glad to pay your bill, 
and do anything else for you ; and if you have 
scruples of conscience, you can make less money 
do — ^for some time afterwards — imtil you have 
made up the sum you cost him, you know, 
dear. It's nothing, Olive, I assure you; I 
could tell you of friends of your own who are 
doing the very same thing, and whose feelings 
are quite as sensitive as yours can possibly be.' 

* I have nothing to do with their feelings,' 
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cried Olive indignantly. *Tliey ought to be 
ashamed of themselves if they know what they 
are doing ! Perhaps they have been betrayed 
into it, as I have been. Poor things ! I pity 
them when they are forced to reveal to their 
husbands that they were dressed out to catch 
the eye of rich men, and have only married 
them for their money.' 

' " Only married them for their money " ! 
That is such nonsense, OKve — such romantic 
nonsense! In novels, of course, you read of 
vulgar, uneducated, ugly, rich men, as opposed 
to bewitchingly handsome and virtuous low- 
born geniuses of poor men ; but, so far as my 
experience goes, men of tjie upper classes possess 
every attraction a poor and virtuous genius can 
do, plus the comfort of having money enough 
to make Hfe easy and delightftil to the women 
who are lucky enough to be fancied by them. 
Have you, for instance, ever seen any poor man, 
or even any rich one, who, you could honestly 
say, was more attractive than Mr. Ardrossan? ' 

Olive blushed deeply and said, ' I think I 
have.' 

' Eich or poor ? ' 

VOL. III. P 
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*Poor, at least what you would call poor/ 

' And does he admire you ? I mean, is he 
likely to ask you to maiTy him ? ' 

* Oh, I don't know — ^he might.' 

' Well, it would have been very silly to 
accept this poor gentleman at any time, but 
now it is quite out of the question. This 
Filoselle business makes it impossible for you to 
marry a poor man/ 

' On the contrary, it makes it impossible for 
me to marry a rich one ! ' cried Olive with great 
determination. 'I would rather die than do 
that, now that I know what a shameful con- 
fession I should have to make to him.' 

' Oh, nonsense ! the thing is done, and can't 
be undone. You may as weU make the con- 
fession to a rich man who loves you, and who 
can pay your bill without more effort than 
signing a cheque imphes. Your poor man 
would have to be told all the same, and could 
do nothing but look dismal; and there's no 
great help in that. Besides, the talk would be 
dreadful— newspapers catch at good gossip like 
this so eagerly — ^it would be placarded in every 
paper in London.' 
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Olive looked shocked but immovable. * I 
shall pack up all the things I ever had from 
Madame Filoselle/ cried she, * and return them 
to her. You can tell her that she need never 
expect me to marry a rich man to pay her, 
for I never shall.' 

' You must be mad, Ohve ! ' 

' I don't care if I am. I had rather be 
mad than bad, and I should have been a wretch 
if I had made this agreement with Madame 
FiloseUe.' 

'Don't waste time in talk of that kind. 
Don't you see that the woman must be paid ? 
I don't know what you have had during the 
twelve months that she has dressed you, but I 
am sure her bill must be nearly a thousand 
pounds — ^your court-dress cost 70Z. You say 
you will return the things. That would only 
enrage her ; it wouldn't save a penny. They 
were supplied to you and worn by you, and 
she will make you pay for them, whether you 
return them or not.' 

' I will not have them here to remind me of 
anything so disgraceful.' 

' You are not very polite, my dear. I told 
?2 
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you the idea was partly mine. I am not usu- 
ally supposed to lend my countenance to dis- 
graceful things.' And as she spoke, Mrs. 
Eaymond looked at Olive for some admission 
that the sanction which she had given to the 
arrangement was a guarantee of its rightfiil- 
ness ; but more than one of her aunt's bits of 
doubtful morality was rankling in Olive's mind, 
and she could give no such assurance. Mrs. 
Eaymond began to see that matters were 
desperate, and to make moving appeals. They 
too were useless. Then she said, ' K knowing 
this prevents your marrying Mr. Ardrossan, I 
shall never forgive myself.' 

' It won't. If ever I refuse him, my re- 
fusal won't be caused by what you have 
said.' 

' Would you really have refused him if I 
had not told you this ? ' 

' I should.' 

* You don't like him?' 

* I like him inunensely.' 

* Then, why do such a foolish thing ? ' 

* I need not give a reason for that,* said 
OUve. 
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' You like someone else better ? ' 

Olive was silent, but silence amounted to a 
confession. 

'Your poor man couldn't pay Madame 
Filoselle ! ' cried Mrs. Eaymond in dismay. 

' Of course not ; why should he ? ' 

* Then, what are you going to do about 
her?' 

* Nothing at all ; I made no bargain with 
her, and decline to be bound by one made by 
other people. I thought my stepmother had 
money from my father to pay for everything of 
that kind. She always led me to think so. I 
have fifty pounds of my own that Aunt Selina 
put in the bank for me when I was a child ; 
I will give you that to take to Madame Filo- 
selle. Papa can pay the rest if he likes, but I 
never can ; and if she makes a fuss or a scandal, 
I shall tell the truth. Don't look so distressed, 
Aunt Esther.' 

' What a disgrace ! ' gasped Mrs. Eaymond ; 
' what a fearful disgrace ! ' 

' A Uttle disgrace is better than a big one. 
It would be much worse if I did as you wish,' 
cried Olive warmly. 
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' You are mad ; you are hopelessly wrong- 
headed ! I must get your other relations to 
speak to you.' But on second thoughts Mrs. 
Eaymond found that this would only add to her 
distress, for, unhappy lady ! to whom was she 
to turn ? There was not one of OUve's rela- 
tions who would take a sensible view of the 
subject;. Selina would be worse than Olive ; Dr. 
Brooke would be a thousand times worse than 
Selina. He would be perfectly frantic at the 
very idea of such a degrading transaction. Mrs. 
tJllathome would be more indignant than 
either, for such doings belonged to a world 
which was quite beyond her ken. Besides, she 
was in the vein for taking offence with her 
relatives and cutting them out of her will. 
She most certainly must not be told — any sacri- 
fice was better than that. ' Olive, promise me 
not to speak of this to anyone just yet. I will 
go to Madame Filoselle's and see if I can get her 
to be reasonable. I must see if your imcle 
Vincent can afford to pay her. I know he has 
no spare money at present — ^he very seldom 

has ; but to avert disgrace, perhaps ' And 

the poor lady sighed. Then she added pit- 
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eously, 'Perhaps, after all, you may marry 
Mr. Ardrossan ? ' 

' Never ! ' cried Olive ; ' I would not do such 
a thing for the world.' 

In the deepest distress and agitation Mrs. 
Eaymond took her departure. She was forced 
to go and say a word or two to Mrs. Brooke 
before she left the house. 

Mrs. Brooke was reading — she had not had 
leisure for such an enjoymeut for years. She 
looked up and said rather rueftdly, 'After 
nearly two hours of soUd talk you must have 
persuaded poor Olive into any marriage you 
wish ; ' but Mrs. Eaymond's looks showed no 
sense of success; all she said was, 'Olive is 
very vexing; she says she likes Mr. Ar- 
drossan immensely, but will refuse him if he 
offers. I am terribly disappointed.' Mrs. 
Brooke looked quite composed. Her theory 
was, that if a girl wanted to marry a man, 
she did marry him; and if she didn't 
want to marry him there was no more to be 
said. 

Seeing she was slow to express sympathy, 
Mrs. Eaymond cried indignantly, ' Selina, you 
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axe as bad as she is; you surely understand 
what a splendid match it would be ? * 

' Not unless she wishes it/ 

'She ought to wish it. She is a stupid 
goose I This will be the second good marriage 
she has missed. She will get a crooked stick at 
last, and I for one shall be very glad. She de- 
serves to do so.' 

* Oh, no,* said Mrs. Brooke, who was cer- 
tain that Olive's views on marriage were much 
more likely to be such as she herself could 
sympathise with than those of her worldly- 
minded sister-in-law. *0h, no, when Olive 
marries she will choose well. Mr. Ardrossan 
is far too old.' 

' Then she ought to have taken Sir John 
Ellerton — ^he was yoimg enough.' 

* He was too stupid ; he had nothing in him.' 
*Then she ought to take Mr. Ardrossan; 

he is clever enough.' 

' Wait till the right man comes.' 

* There is a right man, only he is a wrong 
one. There is someone whom she fancies. I 
have made her own it. Do you know who he 
can be ? ' 
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' I haven't the least idea ; not the least idea.' 

*Nor have 1/ said Mrs. Eaymond. 'He 
must be some very insignificant, stupid sort of 
person, or some of us would have noticed him 
talking to her. I am quite out of patience 
with OUve — I never saw such a stupidly self- 
willed girl.' 

'I have great faith in Olive,' said Mrs. 
Brooke calmly. ' Sir John EUerton, with his 
youth, and good looks, and health, and wealth, 
was the golden casket which seemed the most 
attractive of all to the common eye; Mr. 
Ardrossan, pale, refined, and learned, but 
ahready falling into the rank of veterans, is the 
silver casket; but somewhere or other lurks 
the humbler-looking but infinitely more pre- 
cious leaden casket, to which Olive only pos- 
sesses the true key. She will choose for her- 
self — she knows whom she can love and 
reverence, and she won't give her love lightly. 
I don't mind her being difficult to please, or 
taking a poor man when she might have a rich 
one ; I shall be quite content with the leaden 
casket, if it holds what is best for her.' 

Mrs. Eaymond made a gesture of extreme 
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impatience. * You are a novelist/ she said, ' and 
you think that quoting a poet or bringing in a 
&nciful allusion settles a difficult question. 
Gold and silver and leaden caskets have nothing 
to do with what we are talking about. We 
can't have Olive marrying a man who is not 
able to keep her ! ' 
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CHAPTEK XLHI. 

* Das Muss ist hart.' — Iphigenia. 

Mr. Ardrossan had reached the mature age of 
forty-five, and had never until now been seri- 
ously in love. His life had been one of activity 
in many directions. His father was a merchant, 
who had rather surprised the world by the 
enormous fortune which he left behind him — a 
fortune built up as silently and imperceptibly 
as a coral reef, by sheer strength of organising 
power, constantly exercised, and self-multiplied 
through agencies scattered all over the world. 
Large as the fortune was (and Lancashire, it is 
well known, is not readily surprised in matters 
of that kind nowadays), it was allowed on all 
sides that it must have been well and honestly 
made. Eobert Ardrossan's name was a synonym 
for unblemished uprightness on any Exchange 
where it was mentioned. It was rumoured 
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that the rule of caveat emptor was not in his 
office held as one to be rigidly observed against 
a fellow-trader ; in fact, that he preferred the 
golden rule, and did his best to carry it out in 
all his deahngs. Of his three sons he had 
settled that the eldest should succeed to his own 
place in the business, and perhaps in due time 
to the seat in Parliament which he himself had 
gained too late in life to admit of his making 
any figure there ; his second should be what he 
wished to be — a soldier ; and the third should 
also follow the bent of his wishes, which pointed 
to a life of scholarly calm and philanthropic 
effort. Almost from the first, however, it was 
evident that this third son had inherited the 
largest share of his father's ability. He was 
the most quiet and assiduous of students ; well 
liked at school and college, but with a strong 
turn for visiting the poor, and with slightly 
quixotic views about the duties attached to 
wealth. Later on he might possibly have 
buried himself in a Scotch manse with the httle 
world of a few Highland glens for his benevo- 
lent activity to work upon, and the endless 
world of philosophical inquiry tempting him to 
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ever active intellectual exercise, had not the 
duties connected with the great town which was 
the centre of his father's business, and the 
terrible needs which he saw there, absorbed his 
whole energy. Then came a great change. 
His eldest brother was lost by a slip on an 
Alpine glacier ; his soldier brother was carried 
off by a fever in India ; and his father died 
within a year of these misfortunes. John 
Ardrossan was called to rule in his stead. He 
did his new work well, but he never gave up 
that which was dear to him before wealth and 
position were thrust on him. As soon as he 
could, he resigned his place in the firm in 
favour of a cousin on the mother's side, and 
then toiled at his various social reforms with 
the enthusiasm of a Eomney Leigh, but with 
the keen shrewdi;iess of a thorough man of the 
world. Year after year he spent with heart 
and brain absorbed in these things to the ex- 
clusion of all else, and so it might have con- 
tinued to the end if he had not met Olive 
Brooke. He admired her as he had never ad- 
mired any woman before. She was beautiful 
with the beauty he most valued, intelligent, 
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docile, and in every way channing to him, and 
he felt that if he could prevail on her to be his 
wife he had nothing left to wish for. He could 
not well measure her feeling for himself. She 
was unmistakably fond of him, but he sometimes 
— ^nay, often — ^feared that the affection she gave 
him was only that of a child for a fether. He 
had, however, watched her narrowly, and had 
ascertained that there was no one whom she 
liked better, unless, perhaps, it was Morrison. 
He was quite aware that Morrison loved her, 
but believed she had refused him. He had 
seen nothing of Morrison for some time — ^prin- 
cipally because he had taken no steps to do so, 
all his time having been divided between Beth- 
nal Green and Olive. He did not know that 
Morrison was now engaged to another woman. 
Olive, too, was ignorant of this, and was likely 
to remain so until Miss Lettice either returned 
to London or could screw herself up to the 
task of writing a letter especially addressed to 
Olive herself, for no one else was likely to care 
for such a fragment of information. Since Mrs. 
Brooke's renunciation of novel-writing, to 
which she adhered religiously, Mr. Ardrossan 
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had lost many little opportunities which he had 
hitherto enjoyed of seeing Olive alone. He 
had, however, used his time in trying to read 
her thoughts, and was, on the whole, hopeful. 
On a fine afternoon at the very end of April he 
ran briskly up certain stone stairs in Fall Mall, 
for he expected to see Olive very soon after he 
had got to the top of them. It was the private 
view of the Old Water-Colour Society, and he 
knew that she was to be there. She was standing 
by one of the screens nearest to the door, and 
was wholly absorbed in the contemplation of a 
drawing. Eager buyers brushed past her, 
knots of connoisseurs pressed close, from whose 
lips fell trippingly cant phrases of praise or 
blame; reviewers, note-book in hand, com- 
mented on mysteries of execution. She heard 
nothing, saw nothing but that bit of cunningly 
stained paper ; and when he saw her eager inter- 
est, Mr, Ardrossan, the envy of half the young 
men in London, would willingly have resigned 
all the great possessions which they coveted, to 
change places with Morrison, whom they would 
have despised, but who had that subtle some- 
thing men call genius, who had golden youth 
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and hope, and, more than all, the power of mak- 
ing Olive's eyes glow thus with admiration. 

She had changed her style of dress. Hither- 
to Mr. Ardrossan had always seen her in the 
dainty but elaborate confections of Madame 
Filoselle; but all Madame Filoselle's confec- 
tions had been sent back to her, and to-day 
Ohve wore a picturesque last-century dress, 
and he had never seen her look so well. It 
was part of her wardrobe before Lady Brooke 
came back from India, and its colour was a 
strange dull red. Mrs. Brooke said that it was 
something hke strawberries-and-cream — ^Mrs. 
Ullathome, more prosaically, compared it to 
brick-dust well mixed with lime. We leave the 
discriminating reader to judge between the two 
ladies. She wore a soft hat of the same material 
and a tiny fiilled cape, and just as she was 
leaving the house her Aunt Selina had completed 
her costume by thrusting a *posy' of Lent 
lilies into her hand. Mr. Ardrossan approached 
her, but still her mind was occupied with the 
drawing on the screen before her. *Look at 
it,' said she ; ' it is Mr. Morrison's. Don't you 
think it wonderfully good ? ' 
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* I think it splendid/ lie answered warmly. 

'Everyone seems to think so. I hear 
people saying such delightful things about it. 
What would I not give to paint like that ! Mr. 
Ardrossan, how is it that one man can paint a 
picture like that, while others do such miserably 
poor dull things?' 

He smiled, for he knew she could answer 
this question she was putting quite as well as 
he could ; but he said, * Besides brushes and 
colours, and skill to use them, you must have 
what Morrison has : intense love of the thing 
he is trying to represent, and the mind of a 
poet/ 

' And he used to be so impoetical ! — at least, 
I used to think so— you know, we knew each 
other when we were both children.' 

* Yes, he has told me so. Have you seen 
him lately?' 

' Oh, no, I never see him. He never comes 
to my aunt's. She invites him, but he always 
refuses.' 

Mr. Ardrossan did not understand these two. 
If Ohve had refused Morrison, as he half- 
thought she had when last he saw them to- 
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gether, how could she expect him to come to 
the house where she was? And what did 
this regret imply? He ventured on another 
remark, hoping that she would say sordething 
in answer to it which would help him to see his 
way a little better. *I met him in Harley 
Street one Tuesday evening. I am sure you 
remember his being there, don't you ? — ^you 
had some talk then.' 

* Yes,' rephed Olive, blushing slightly. 'We 
talked of old times, when we knew each other, 
but I am afraid I was not so nice to him as I 
should have been if my head had not been so 
full of other things. It was the time you were 
helping me to find Mary Gardiner. I could 
think of no one then but my poor mother/ 

' Ah, I know, I see, I imderstand,' said he, 
and he feared he did understand. He was 
silent, and during that silence was nerving him- 
self for the terrible effort which it would cost 
him to do something which he began to see 
would have to be done. * Is Morrison here ? ' 
he at length asked. 

* Yes, my aunt said she saw him — ^with Dr. 
UUathome and a young lady, I think she said/ 
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* I have such good news for him ! I met 
one of the Ellesmere Gallery people last night, 
and made a point of asking about our friend's 
pictures. They are splendidly himg and im- 
mensely admired. They are both centres in the 
large room.' 

'You are going to tell him?' said Olive, 
looking much delighted. 

' Yes. Would you like to be the bearer of 
the good news ? ' 

^ Yes — ^no ; but I should like to see how he 
looks when you tell him.' 

' No, you shall tell him, and I will be the 
one to watch his looks,' said he, and he mentally 
added, * And yours too : after which, I think I 
shall know my fate.' He shrank from the pain 
of hearing her refuse him — ^he wished to keep 
her as a friend. He had lived forty-and-five 
years without her love ; and, if it needs must 
be, had strength to go on to the end alone. He 
set his fate on the result of the brief interview 
which he was now arranging to witness from 
afar. It must not be supposed that these two 
had enjoyed an unmolested tSte-a-tite. They 
Had been interrupted a dozen times, but had 
a2 
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resisted all efforts to drag them away to distant 
pictures by pointing to the dense crowd and 
crying for mercy. Mr. Ardrossan looked round 
for a seat for Olive, and just as he had found 
one, Morrison, Miss Keithley, and Dr. UUathorne 
came towards the screen where they had been 
standing so long. Kose Keithley was insisting 
on seeing all Morrison's drawings. Olive did 
not see who was coming ; she had just turned 
away to sit down, but before she could do so 
was stopped by Mrs. Brooke. Mrs. Brooke 
never minded disturbing lovers. What would 
become of novels and novel-writers if that were 
not done constantly? 'Oh, here you are, 
Ohve ! ' cried she. * I have been having such a 
pleasant chat with the editor of the " Quixotic 
Magazine " ! I would have come to you, though, 
only I saw you were with Mr. Ardrossan ; but 
ril stay with you now. Oh, no, by the way, I 
can't, but I'll come back in a minute. There is 
a man just coming into the room whom I must 
speak to — ^if I don't catch him now, he will be 
swallowed up in the crowd, and I shall have no 
chance.' And she hurried away, for she had 
caught sight of a celebrated critic, who had, in 
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a review of ' Cross- and-Fifty,' just complained 
that the character of the cross lady was al- 
together unnatural. 

' It's rather hard,' she said to him, ' that, 
after losing a legacy of seventy thousand pounds 
for making that character so very like nature, 
I should be told by you that it is not like at 
all!' 

' " What so false as truth is " ! ' cried he 
gaily. 'Browning tells you that, and this 
gallery will tell you that a piece of hteral tran- 
script is a perfect blot in a work which claims 
to be imaginative at all.' 

But Mrs. Brooke felt she must argue that 
point, and began to do so. 

In the meantime Dr. Ullathorne had espied 
Mr. Ardrossan, who had seated himself and 
was keeping a place for Olive ; but Olive was 
waylaid by admiring friends, and Morrison had 
seen her, and was waitmg until she was released 
by them. Dr. Ullathorne was tired of pictures 
and of standing in a warm and crowded room. 
He dropped down into the seat which was 
being kept for OUve by Mr. Ardrossan's side, 
and soon afterwards made his imwilling niece 
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squeeze herself in also, introduGing her as a 

* bom artist ' herself. 

* I envy you the possession of so delightful 
a faculty,' said Mr. Ardrossan, looking into her 
pretty frank face with some admirktion. 

* Oh, there's HalsteadI ' cried Dr. Ullathome. 

* I must go and speak to him. I want to hear 
about a Select Committee he is on. Eose, will 
you stay here till I come back ? Don't let me 
lose you.' 

* I will watch over Miss Keithley's safety,' 
said Mr. Ardrossan, hoping, however, that she 
would not prevent his watching something else 
in which he took far more interest. * Do you 
think this a good Exhibition ? ' he asked. 

* Yes, very ; but I like seeing the people as 
well as the pictures,' said she. * Don't be 
shocked. The dresses are so odd, and so pic- 
turesque! What a pretty girl that is! But 
what a dress ! Still, I cannot help rather liking 
it.' She was looking at Olive, who, finding 
herself alone, and very near Morrison, was at 
first too shy to approach him even with her 
good news. She returned to his picture, thus 
showing some ignorance of artistic nature, for 
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if she wanted him to join her she might have 
known that one of his own pictures would only 
help to keep him away. 

' That is Miss Brooke/ said Mr. Ardrossan. 
* People think her very beautiful ! ' 

* That Miss Brooke ! ' cried Miss Keithley, 
and for a moment she was too much overcome 
by the sight to say more. Mr. Ardrossan never 
even observed her comparative silence ; he was 
looking at Morrison, who was standing close 
behind Olive, hesitating in what way to present 
himself. But now a fussy Uttle man, with a 
note-book in his hand and wild anxiety in his 
eyes, interposed between Morrison and Olive 
and the two who were watching them. * That's 
a belated critic,' said Mr. Ardrossan, * a new 
hand on a new paper, I should say. Listen to 
him telling everybody that the day is not all 
pleasure to him, for he has to write about it. 
A new hand, evidently.' 

Eose Keithley made some answer which was 
just suflSicient to prove that she had heard what 
he said, but nothing more. He noticed its in- 
sufficiency, and was glad she did not want to 
be talked to. He little knew that she was as 
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deeply interested in what was now passing 
before her eyes as he was. Again the crowd 
parted, and Morrison and Olive stood revealed 
to the two on the ottoman. Had these two 
been near enough to hear what was being said, 
this is what they would have heard : * Mr. 
Morrison ' — Olive was, of course, the speaker — 
4s it rude to tell an artist to his face what 
pleasure his pictures give you ? I hope it is not, 
for I want so to say it to you ! ' 

He coloured with dehght, and said, ' They 
can hardly give you as much pleasure as these 
words of yours are giving me.' 

* Mr. Ardrossan has entrusted a message to 
me,' she continued with downcast eyes, for she 
was beginning to think that she had been some- 
what over-bold in taking this office on herself. 

* Oh, I saw him in the room a quarter of 
an hour ago. I don't know where he is now. 
May I hear the message ? ' 

' It is this. He was dining somewhere last 
night where he saw one of the EUesmere Gal- 
lery authorities — someone who knows all 
about where the pictures are himg, I mean — 
and he made him say where yours are placed. 
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They are hung beautifully ; both of them are 
" centres," and they are immensely admired by 
everyone.' 

He was gazing at her with eyes fiill of lov- 
ing admiration, and if she had raised hers she 
must have seen it. Two who were witnessing 
this scene from afer saw more of it than she did. 

Olive never looked up ; she dared not, for 
she had something else to say. ' Mr. Ardrossan 
allowed me to be the one to tell you this, 
because he knew it would give me pleasure, 
and it does give me great pleasure.' 

He did not speak so quickly as she expected 
him to do ; he was thinking how strange it was 
that she should be the one to tell him this, how 
strange that he could not enjoy his good for- 
tune as he ought. The bitter overcame the 
sweet. 

' You don't seem half happy enough about 
it ' cried she. ' I am astonished at your taking 
it so calmly. Two pictures in such splendid 
places ! "Why, it is quite an achievement ! ' 

Scarcely had this last word crossed her hps 
than she could have bitten her tongue off for 
using it. A speech of her own long ago flashed 
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into her mind. She remembered how she had 
assured him of her constancy, how she had 
entreated him to put it to the test hereafter, 
when they were older, when he would find her 
always ready to remember that she had pro- 
mised to marry him — only before he claimed 
her he must have some ' achievements.' What 
malignant demon of mischief had thrust that 
word on to her hps now ? She blushed ; she said 
two or three stammering words ; she looked up ; 
she saw that he remembered the word and the 
occasion on which she had last used it quite as 
well as she herself did, and that he was struck 
by the use she had made of it now. Their 
eyes met, and for one brief moment they seemed 
to see far down into the depths of each other's 
hearts. What Olive saw made her turn crimson. 
' I said that word by mistake,' cried she in an 
agony of nervousness, thus unconsciously throw- 
ing away all defence. Then she tried to recover 
herself, and with an affectation of gaiety cried, 
' Now, own that you are pleased. Is it not good 
news ? ' 

' Yes, it is good news ; but how I wish it 
had come sooner ! ' 
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*Mr. Morrison,' cried Mrs. Brooke, who, 
having done with her critic, had now time to 
look after Olive, and joined her and Morrison 
at this trying moment, ' I congratulate you on 
your pictures here and ebewhere. Their 
praises are on every tongue. I congratulate 
you, too, on something else. I have just seen 
Dr. Ullathome, and he has told me that you 
are engaged to be married. Did you know that 
Mr. Morrison was going to be married, Olive ? ' 

* No,' said Ohve, *I did not, but I am very 
pleased to hear of it. I wish you every happi- 
ness.' And she held out her hand to Morrison, 
whose confusion was so great that he hardly sawit. 

*You will bring Miss Keithley to see me, 
won't you ? ' continued Mrs. Brooke. * I know 
her relations the UUathomes, of course, and I 
shall be dehghted to make her acquaintance. 
Come, Olive ; I have not seen any of the draw- 
ings at the other end of the room. Don't let 
us go home having seen nothing. Good-bye 
for the present, Mr. Morrison. I dare say we 
shall come across each other again before the 
afternoon is over.' 

While this scene was taking place between 
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Olive and Mr. Morrison, Eose Keithley and Mr. 
Ardrossan were still sitting watching them. 
But even Mr. Ardrossan, who was so engrossed 
by what he saw, could not fail to observe that 
his silent little companion had grown alarm- 
ingly pale. * They ought to open their windows 
wider at these places,' said he. ' I am sure you 
are suffering from the heat.' 

* Yes, the heat — it is hot,' said she drearily 
— * very hot.' 

Then came the crisis — then looks passed 
between the two which could only be inter- 
preted in one way. Morrison and Miss Brooke 
were lovers who somehow had been estranged, 
but in their hearts were lovers still. Mr. Ard- 
rossan cared to see no more; he pressed his 
lips together, turned to Miss Keithley, and 
wished that her uncle would come and look 
after her and let him get home. But her face 
was whiter than ever ; and just as he was going 
to offer to take her into the air, Dr. UUathome 
came back, too full of some conversation in 
which he had just been taking a part which 
pleased him, to notice mere changes of expres- 
sion or complexion. 
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' Miss Keithley is feeling the heat,' said Mr. 
Ardrossan. 'I think she ought not to stay 
any longer in this crowded room/ 

* Oh, bless my soul, Eose, what a white face 
you have ! Let us get away at once. I don't 
see your friend Morrison. I suppose he will 
think it very unkind of you to go without him. 
I'll look for him, but it is no easy matter to find 
anyone in a place hke this.' 

Miss Keithley could have pointed him out 
quite easily. She did not. She moved a little 
farther along the seat, so as to lose sight of the 
two whom she had been watching with such 
pain. She tried to make her uncle come out of 
sight also. *Sit here with me, dear,' said she to 
him. ' Let us wait a httle longer. I have a 
very particular reason for wishing William not 
to be disturbed for a while.' 

When she said this Mr, Ardrossan could 
have worshipped her. Dr. UUathorne's words 
had informed him of the engagement, but Miss 
Keithley's own words told him far more. She 
had seen all — knew all — ^knew that she had 
only a second place in the heart of the man to 
whom she had plighted her troth — ^that, some- 
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how or other, he had been held apart from 
Olive Brooke, the woman whom he best loved. 
She was aware of all this, and yet her instinc- 
tive impulse was to sacrifice her own happiness 
to his. 

Mr. Ardrossan saw this, and recognised her 
as a noble, high-minded woman. He saw that 
she was made of the fine stufi* which can sacri- 
fice itself imhesitatingly to secure the happiness 
of the beloved object. 

*Ah, you don't want him disturbed, you 
mercenary little thing,' said Dr. Ullathome 
benignly. ' You think he is selling pictures and 
getting good commissions. Well, you are 
right — the mill must have grist.' 

Eose Keithley heard this, and even smiled 
a sickly smile. In watching her Mr. Ardros- 
san forgot his own sorrows, but he wished he 
could have stopped that speech being made. 
He did his best to prevent any further aggrava- 
tion of her sujflferings by engaging the worthy 
divine in conversation. They talked, and Eose 
Keithley sat patiently waiting for what must 
come. After some little time Morrison joined 
them. He looked quietly sad, as if he Jiad 
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gone througli some scene which had tried him 
terribly, but was firmly resolved to do what 
he thought right. He smiled gravely when he 
saw Mr. Ardrossan. ' Oh, you are here ! ' said 
he. ' I am so glad. And you have been in- 
troduced to Miss Keithley, I see — ^I had hoped 
to have the pleasure of introducing you myself.' 
Then he turned to her and said, ' Eose, dear, I 
am afraid you are very tired. I hope you have 
not been waiting for me.' 
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CHAPTEE XLIV. 

Good phrases are surelv, and ever were, commendable. 

Merry Wivei of Windsor, 

Madame Filoselle, ill-content with her in- 
terview with Mrs. Eaymond, and wishing for 
a prompt understanding with some member of 
the Brooke family more easy of access than Sir 
Chesterfield himself, went without delay to the 
moneyed one — ^Mrs. Ullathome. In the interest 
of public morality it was well she did so, for 
never, perhaps, in the whole course of the 
milliner's devious existence did she hear such 
an unqualified statement of any other person's 
opinion of her conduct as she did fi-om Mrs. 
Ullathome, who told her she was a scheming 
swindler, a cunning thief of the very meanest 
kind, an abominable creature who ought at 
once to be sent to gaol! She repudiated all 
obligation on her part to pay the debt — she 
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emphatically declined to touch pitch in any 
shape. She said she only hoped Madame 
Filoselle would bring the matter before the 
public, as she was now threatening to do, for it 
would be the best means of drawing attention 
to such scandals. As to the disgrace to her 
family which would ensue, she professed not to 
care a pin for that. Her niece, Miss Brooke — 
the only one connected with the affair for 
whom she felt any real regard — had been per- 
fectly innocent of what was being done, and 
had indignantly returned every fragment of 
apparel or ornament she had ever had from 
Madame Filoselle, directly she was informed of 
it. As for Mrs. Eaymond and Lady Brooke, 
Mrs. XJllathome knew what she thought about 
them, and the less said on that subject for the 
present, the better. Mrs. XJllathome utterly 
disregarded all threats, would listen to no argu- 
ments ; in fact, poured out such a torrent of 
violent abuse that Madame Filoselle, who when 
she entered had felt herself strong enough to 
move mountains, had just energy enough left 
to creep out of the room and feebly make her 
way back to her carriage. When once her 
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story was told she had not even so much as a 
chance of raising her voice. 

* No wonder that woman is a widow/ she 
gasped. * No man could hold out for a month 
who had such a creature as that in the house 
with him.' 

Mrs. XJllathome did not recover her usual 
equanimity for hours. She did not much wish 
to do so. She felt herself called on to act, and 
to let everyone who had been connected with 
such a shameful transaction feel distinctly and 
permanently the worse for it. She took pen 
and paper, and then sat staring at the white 
page before her for some time, for no words 
which she could think of seemed strong enough 
to convey even a tithe of what she felt. She 
finally gave up the attempt to find any that 
would be adequate to her purpose. ' I will 
just write quietly,' said she to herself. ' I dare 
say a simple letter will be the best. After all, 
it is the matter which is important, and not the 
manner.' 

' Esther Eaymond,' she began, ^ I always 
thought you a terrible fool, but I did not know 
you were a knave as well. Your milliner, 
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whom you employed in that disgraceful manner 
to dress out Olive to catch a rich husband, has 
been here at my house, to try to extort money 
from me. I have told her what I think of her, 
and that I hope and trust she will make the 
whole thing public, for it will only hurt those 
who richly deserve to be hurt. She knows 
what I think of her, so now let me tell you 
what I think of you. On second thoughts that 
would require time, and I don't feel very well, 
and it is of no use to make myself worse by 
writing to a person whom I despise as much as 
I despise you. Keep away from me ; I shall 
never again be able to bring myself to be de- 
cently civil to you. Anyone who could be a 
party to such a bargain as you entered into 
with that disreputable, swindling milliner is not 
fit for my society, though you have always 
affected to look down on my friends. Don't 
come to see me. Don't expect to be the better 
for anything that I may happen to have to 
leave behind me when I die, for I certainly 
shall never let any of my money go to anyone 
of your stamp. My mind is fiilly made up, 
and I am glad you have furnished me with this 
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opportunity of knowing your true character 
while I have time to use my knowledge.' 

This done, Mrs. Ullathome read her letter 
over — ^was pleased at the cahnness and reti- 
cence she had displayed in it — sealed and lost 
no time in despatching it. Then she lay down 
on her sofa and made Bessie Cochrane fan her, 
for she said she had had a very unpleasant in- 
terview with a person who had spoken with so 
much temper that she had quite made her ill. 

Early next morning Mrs. Eaymond called. 
She was denied admittance. Immediately 
afterwards Mrs. Ullathome ordered out the 
family coach and went to Harley Street to tell 
Dr. Brooke what had occurred. * I have seen 
Madame Filoselle myself,' said he quietly ; ' she 
came here yesterday. My dear Mary, I don't 
wonder at your being shocked.' 

' " Shocked " does not express it, and never 
will,' cried Mrs. Ullathome, making a fan of 
her handkerchief and fanning herself in uneasy 
desperation. 

* It hardly does,' said Dr. Brooke, who felt 
the disgrace most keenly. ' I am not surprised 
at, Olive's stepmother — she is capable of any- 
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thing ; but that Esther should be guilty of such 
a thing ! ' 

'And Esther will say that we are only 
shocked because we are not in society/ said 
Mrs. Ullathorne, to whom this assertion of her 
sister's had always been a dire insult, though 
she carefully concealed her feelings. 

' There is one law of right and wrong for 
every kind of society,' replied Dr. Brooke. 
* For my part, I should like to put people who 
do such things in gaol.' 

* I do so wish we could ! ' cried Mrs. Ulla- 
thorne, grasping in imagination big prison-keys 
of which she was the keeper. 

' WeU, we shall hear no more of Madame 
Filoselle,' said Dr. Brooke ; ' I have arranged 
to pay her.' 

* You have ? How foolish ! how vexing ! 
She does not deserve to have one penny.' 

' I think it more consistent with the family 
honour that she should be paid. Ohve wore 
the clothes.' 

*Yes, but you may be quite certain that 
that creature charged twenty times as much as 
they were worth.' 
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' I said so. She is content to take half, 
and I have, promised her a cheque in a month's 
time.' 

* Kichard, your means are not so good as 
mine — ^let me pay her.' 

' Oh, it s settled now. Besides, I consider 
Ohve my own child.' 

Mrs. Ullathome was deeply touched by her 
brother's sacrifiee, and by his care for the 
family honour. With all her pretended indif- 
ference, she disliked the exposure inmaensely. 
She was silent for some minutes ; then she said 
suddenly, * Eichard, I was vexed with SeUna 
about that novel of hers, but I begin to think 
that is no reason for punishing you. I shall 
have to see my lawyer to-morrow about can- 
ceUing a very good legacy I had left to those 
odious Eaymonds. I'll get him to restore that 
bit about you and your family. I'll not leave 
anything to Selina, though ; she deserves to be 
punished for what she did. Besides, with her 
talents, she can easily originate enough to keep 
her.' 

* You will do as you like, Mary,' said Dr. 
Brooke, who had no great faith in wills which 
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were re-made so frequently. * It is very kind 
of you to think of leaving me anything — 
leaving my family, I mean, for you will outlive 
me by a great number of years.' 

' Do you really think I shall ? ' cried Mrs. 
TJllathome, very eagerly ; but, with a better 
and more kindly and truer afterthought, she 
added, ' Eichard, it would be a very great grief 
to me to lose you. After all, you and I are 
the two who are most alike in character. We 
are Calverleys ; we take after my mother ; all 
the rest are more or less Brookes. Don't below 
about your health ; it is better, isn't it ? ' 

* Oh, yes, much. In fact, my doctor says 
I am well ; but I am not so strong as you.' 

' Oh, yes, you are. I am told that Ohve 
sent back everything she ever had from that 
woman.' 

' Everything ! I don't know that it was of 
much use, except to mark her disgust.' 

' Give her this cheque for a hundred pounds 
— she will want new clothes, poor girl. She is 
a fine girl, Eichard — ^very like what I used to 
be. I often look at her and think so. Good 
morning.' 
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Bichard smiled a little, but he was touched 
by his sister's rough kindness. 

When Mrs. Ullathome got home she found 
a note from Mrs. Baymond, and, much as she 
wished to send it back unopened, could not 
resist her desire to read it. Mrs. Baymond 
protested that Lady Brooke was the one who 
was responsible for the Filoselle contract — it 
was she who had proposed it, negotiated it, and 
carried it out. Mrs. Baymond entreated her sister 
to suspend her judgment until she herself had 
time to write to Lady Brooke, to make her own 
that it was so. It would be cruel, she said, 
not to give her time to be able to prove herself 
innocent. 

Mrs. Ullathome smiled with joyous bitter- 
ness. 'What a state she is in because she 
thinks she will lose her legacy ! Life is uncer- 
tain, especially mine. I'll make my will to- 
morrow, as I said I would. I must have 
Bichard's money made safe. If Esther is 
telling the truth, I can easily make another 
will. I don't believe her. But we shall see.' 

Meantime Mrs. Baymond was writing thus 
to Lady Brooke : — 
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'Dear Honora, — ^There is nothing but 
trouble here. Madame Filoselle is clamorous 
for payment. She has been to Mary XJlla- 
thome's. Sister Mary is furious, especially with 
poor me. I am made to bear the whole brunt of 
it. It is very unjust and cruel of her, and she is 
so angry that she refuses to see or speak to me. 
Now, I require you at once to write to her and 
take the whole blame on yourself. I positively 
insist on yoiu: doing this. K you do not the 
consequences will be serious to me, but they will 
be much more serious to you, for I will at once 
write and tell Chesterfield certain facts which 
are being kept from him by some of your family 
here. I will tell him all that was made known 
by Mary Gardiner to OHve and to Dr. Ulla- 
thome, namely, how you persuaded Hannah 
Deanham to act as she did at the trial, and other 
matters. You see I know all. I must also say 
that if you had used the five hundred pounds 
which Chesterfield gave you for the express 
purpose of defraying all expenses connected 
with OUve's introduction into society in the 
manner in which he expected you to spend it, 
and not in bribing Hannah Deanham to quit 
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the country again, all this vexation might have 
been spared us. You could then have paid 
Madame Filoselle's bill yourself, or at any rate 
a large part of it. You must have known that 
Ohve would never marry sensibly, and yet you 
used the money thus. I know that you re- 
ceived it, for Chesterfield mentioned that in a 
letter to Vincent. I insist, therefore, on your 
taking the entire blame on yourself. It will 
do you no harm, for I am sorry to say that no 
member of oiu: family can think worse of you 
than they do already, and nothing else will 
restore me to Sister Mary's good opinion. If 
she remains angry with me my life won't be 
worth having, for Vincent would never forgive 
me, and no one can put things right but you. 
The moment, therefore, that you receive this 
you must at once sit down and write as I wish, 
or I will at once write and put Chesterfield in 
possession of every . fact connected with his 
wife's trial and his marriage with you. I am 
not making empty threats — ^I shall most as- 
suredly do as I say.' 

Thus wrote Mrs. Eaymond, and forthwith 
despatched her letter ; and if when Lady Brooke 
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left England she had not, as usual, departed 
with a he on her tongue, she would have re- 
ceived it. Everyone had at first expected that 
she would go to Lausanne and take some of 
her girls back to India with her. She, how- 
ever, wanted a good excuse for again leaving 
her husband, in case his doubts about his treat- 
ment of his first wife once more made his com- 
panionship oppressive to her. In order, there- 
fore, to account for leaving them at school a 
little longer, she had pretended to Mrs. Eay- 
mond that Chesterfield had written a letter 
urgently desiring her return without one day's 
delay. She had set out with apparent haste, 
but had spent a fortnight in Paris. She had no 
particular reason for wishing to stay there — 
she was only taking her journey easily and 
pleasantly ; but the consequence was that Mrs. 
Eaymond's letter reached India before she did, 
and Sir Chesterfield, seeing that it was fi-om his 
sister Esther, opened it and read it. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

Love seeketh not itself to please. 

Nor for itself hath any care. 
But for another gives its ease. — Blake. 

Me. Akdrossan spent the night after the 
Private View in a state of considerable restless- 
ness and disappointment. He had not known 
before how much he loved OHve. He felt, too, 
that he had become a good deal older all at 
once, and that a larger piece of his life had 
slipped away from him than he had been aware 
of. People grow older gradually, no doubt; 
but it is strange what distinct breaks occur to 
some of us, in which a period of life is, as it 
were, summed up and seen to be the distant 
thing it really is. Mr. Ardrossan felt this, and 
fervently wished that someone Uke Olive had 
crossed his path many years before. Puritan, 
philosopher, philanthropist as he was, he had 
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always been thoroughly popular in society. 
He had never been tempted to isolate himself 
for his principles or to regard the gay world 
from the standpoint of a ' superior person.' His 
desire to serve Humanity (big-lettered) had 
been united with a warm-heartedness which 
made John and James and Mary objects to 
him of true hking and sympathy, while he was 
helping them as a matter of duty. But he had 
not by any means intended to remain a bache- 
lor. Had time really gone so fast ? It seemed 
to him only the other day that he had left Ox- 
ford — only the other day that, full of enthu- 
siasm and zeal, he had taken the chair at his 
first meeting. 

Perhaps he would have suffered much more 
if, along with his own little grief, he had not 
had Miss Keithley's much larger one to think of. 
He could not forget her or the look of keen 
anguish which had come into her eyes as they 
watched her dearest hope of happiness passing 
away from her. ' She was wonderfully brave 
at the time,' thought he ; ' but what must she 
be feeling now ? She is a splendid girl — con- 
stant and loyal, and thoroughly unselfish. 



Digitized by 



Google 



264 THE LEADEN CASKET. 

What a fellow Morrison is, to have two such 
women in love with him ! I can read the 
future clearly — ^to-morrow, or perhaps in a 
week or so, to do it in an unsuspicious, quiet 
manner — I fancy she is one who likes to do all 
quietly — ^she will write to him, or send for him, 
and will tell him that she finds she has entirely 
mistaken the nature of her own feelings and 
cannot honestly let the engagement go on. 
From what I have seen of her I am sure that 
she will do this in a perfectly composed and 
natural way, so as to cause no suspicion in his 
mind that she has discovered his love for an- 
other. She will leave him free to propose to 
Miss Brooke, and will take care that he can do 
so with ease of mind and happiness, which he 
certainly could not if he knew the truth.' 

Next day it was just the same — ^Mr. Ard- 
rossan could not drive the thought of her out of 
his mind. Three days afterwards he went to 
Mulberry Street, Bethnal Green. Amongst 
other people there he saw Mary Gardiner. 
Olive's poor mother had died when, if she had 
lived but a few months longer, it would have been 
such a joy to her child — this woman, whose 
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life appeared to be of no value to herself or to 
anyone, was living still, and likely to live for 
six months. StniggHng with this thought, he 
left her room, and as he emerged from the dark 
staircase to the light of day outside, he saw 
Miss Keithley and her aunt Mrs. Ullathome (of 
Bethnal Green) coming up the street. 

It was no new thing for Mr. Ardrossan to 
meet Mrs. UUathome when going his rounds 
in his district. She was constantly to be seen 
in every comer of her husband's parish ; and 
Mr. Ardrossan would have gone home with a 
sense of loss and strangeness if he had not 
somewhere encountered the good lady, with her 
well-worn black bonnet and gray waterproof, 
and her umbrella, which she carried for some 
mysterious reason, in spite of her own assertion 
that she had 'nothing on that could spoil.' 
Such as she was, she always looked at home in 
these sordid smoke-grimed streets; but pretty 
Miss Keithley, in her fresh print dress and 
white straw bonnet trimmed with lace and cow- 
slips, looked like an unexpected flash of light 
in them. Miss Keithley had a basket of roots 
in her hands, which she was taking to a bit of 
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waste ground left by pulling down some shops 
and warehouses. Mr. Ardrossan had bought 
this, and, with some expense of ingenuity and 
labour, had turned it into a playground and 
garden for the children of the neighbourhood ; 
and now even poor Eose Keithley was trying 
to do something to make it prettier for them 
by planting a few flowers .likely to be strong 
enough to prosper in such an uncongenial atmo- 
sphere. He had had no faith in any flower 
being able to hold up its head here, and had 
therefore contented himself with giving a large 
order for hardy ferns and evergreens ; but she, 
perhaps, felt that even if her flowers did die in 
a month or two they would die in a good cause, 
having, at any rate, given some pleasiure before 
their lives came to an end. He was pleased 
with her gracious thought. He looked earnestly 
in her face to see if he had been right in his 
conjectiu'e as to what her conduct would be. 
Had she broken off her engagement with Wil- 
Uam Morrison ; and if so, how was she bearing 
her separation from him ? He was certain that 
she had done this — ^he could see proof of it in 
every line of her face. Her eyes were heavy 
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with sleeplessness, her cheeks pale and worn, 
and there was an air of patient suffering about 
her which was infinitely touching ; but, mani- 
fest as these signs of suffering were, there was 
equal evidence of fortitude and strong resolution. 
It was very kind and sweet of her to think of 
brightening the hves of his poor gutter-children, 
when her own troubles were so absorbing ; but 
her own life wanted brightening — she ought to 
have a thorough change of scene, and be taken 
away from everything which could remind her 
of her loss. On the spur of the moment he 
devised a plan which seemed good in his eyes, 
and with equal promptitude he laid it before 
her. 

'Miss Keithley, you paint,' said he. *I 
hope you won't be offended if I ask you to take 
a commission fix)m me — I know you paint land- 
scapes. I want you to paint me twelve half- 
imperial-sized views of foreign towns. I have 
a very particular use for them for one of my 
great undertakings, and I especially want them 
to be done by a lady.' 

Miss Keithley looked very much confused 
and astonished, and stammered that she was 
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completely unworthy to be entrusted with such 
a commission — she could not paint half well 
enough. 

' Oh, yes, you can : you painted that very 
pretty drawing of St. Hilda's, in the Ellesmere 
Gallery. I saw it there yesterday. I liked it 
so much that I bought it.' 

A glow of pleasure overspread Eose Keith- 
ley's wan face. Had life still something to offer 
her? If she could do work which was worth 
doing, she could find happiness in that — ^it 
might not be the transcendent happiness she 
had hoped for when she found she was to have 
him she loved always with her ; but work has 
its joys, and she knew it. 

* If I thought I could do them well enough,' 
said she, 'there is nothing I should like so 
much. I have never been abroad, and the very 
idea of going is dehghtful. I'd give anything 
to go — anything. I have wished it for years.' 

Mr. Ardrossan was dehghted. * Then you 
vdll let me consider it arranged? ' said he. 

' But I can't go alone,' said Miss Keithley. 
* At least, can I ? ' she added, for she was hardly 
in the habit of looking on herself as a young and 
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good-looking woman, who would excite atten- 
tion or admiration. 

* No, you must have a companion ; but no 
doubt you have some friend who will be will- 
ing to go. I leave the choice of subjects to 
you ; but, if I may make a suggestion, I should 
like the Italian towns.' 

Better and better! The dream of Eosa- 
mond Keithley's youth had been to earn enough 
money by her painting to enable her some day to 
travel and see Venice and Verona, and Eome 
and Naples — cities whose very names seem to 
make you richer whenever you hear them. 

' I should hke you to go as soon as you can 
— ^at once, if possible,' said Mr. Ardrossan, who 
was sure that the sooner she went the better 
would be her chance of recovering peace of • 
mind. 

'It is finding the companion which is so 
difficvdt,' said she in a low voice to Mrs. UUa- 
thorne. *I might, perhaps, persuade Aunt 
Amelia to go with me — ^the complete change 
would do her good, I am sure.' 

* Aunt Amelia' was the invalid aunt who 
had been with Miss Keithley at St. Hilda's. 
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Mrs. Ullathorne made a gesture of horror as 
soon as she heard her Dame, and cried, ' Oh, 
no ; that's quite out of the question. You must 
not think of it for a moment. Mr. Ardrossan 
wants you to paint him some pictures, and 
to have some pleasure while you are doing 
them. If you took your Aunt Amelia with 
you, you would have to spend all your time 
in waiting on her. Eose, I do wish you would 
sometimes think of what is good for your- 
self. You have friends who paint : choose one 
of them.' 

' We need not discuss this now,' said Rosa- 
mond to Mr, Ardrossan. ' I will do my best to 
go quickly.' 

Mr. Ardrossan had been watching the faces 
.of both ladies while this journey was being 
discussed, and had seen a look in Mrs. Ulla- 
thorne's which plainly showed that she regarded 
it as a joy of too ecstatic a nature ever to come 
within the reach of a poor hard-worked City 
clergyman's wife, whose treadmill of duty 
claimed her for ever. Mr. Ardrossan and Mrs. 
Ullathorne had worked together in these busy 
streets for nearly twenty years, and he knew her 
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to be as good a creature as ever breathed, and 
one with whom Eosamond could be quite 
happy. 

' Couldn't you spare time to go with Miss 
Keithley ? ' said he. * You would be doing me 
a great service if you could ; so, if you say yes, 
you must allow me to be your banker. Don't 
say no. I can get a person whom I know to 
be trustworthy to take charge of such of your 
work as must be done while you are away, and 
I will undertake to persuade the dear old 
Doctor to let you go.' 

Mrs. tJllathorne looked bewildered. A 
pleasure which had always seemed to be unat- 
tainable was suddenly placed within her grasp. 
* I should be only too happy ; that is, if you 
think it could possibly be arranged,' said she, 
sighing with suppressed delight. 

' And people tell you not to set too high a 
value on riches!' thought Mr. Ardrossan. 
' What folly that is ! Thank God for the wealth 
He has given me ! and thank Him also for the 
opportunity of sharing it with others! You 
can't set too high a value on riches. If I had 
been a man of small means, these two poor 
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women would have missed what they evidently 
think a great pleasure/ 

All this time they were walking together to 
the playground, and talking as best they could. 
Sometimes their way led them through wide 
streets, full of warehouses, where speech was 
often interrupted by a great sack of floiu* or 
barrel of oil coming swinging down from some 
window far above to. the waggon which was to 
bear it away. The noise of these waggons as 
they rolled along, full or empty, was deafening 
— ^it was almost impossible to hear what was 
said ; and in the back streets and alleys it was 
equally diflScult to keep up a conversation, for 
there they were obhged to pick their way one 
by one through groups of women, who seemed 
to be standing about for no particular reason — 
bonnetless for the most part, and shrouded 
in well-worn Paisley shawls which probably 
covered up innumerable shortcomings in dress. 
Little children were there too, looking pale and 
prematurely old. And no wonder, for all that 
makes life bright and happy was denied them 
— the streets where they played were dirty 
thoroughfares, httered with straw and refuse 
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of every kind, and the air was so full of smoke 
that it could be tasted. 'Poor things,' said 
Mr. Ardrossan to himself; * how little one can 
do for them ! How little, indeed, for anyone ! ' 
But even while this thought was passing through 
his mind, he saw a look in Eosamond Keithley's 
eyes which showed that he had been able to do 
something for her. She had evidently begun 
to think that Ufe had a future ; and as for Mrs. 
UUathome, she was positively almost skipping 
along the pavement. 

The playground was occupied by groups of 
children, swinging and playing in any way they 
best fancied. * Some of them must have been 
swinging all night,' said a bystander of Mrs. 
UUathorne's acquaintance. *They were hard 
at it when I went to bed ; and when I looked 
out at four this morning, it was just the same.' 

Mr. Ardrossan glanced round in some dis- 
content. The work of growth was not going 
on fast enough for him. He wished his trees 
to rise up in one night like the beanstalk of 
happy memory and shut out the smoky houses, 
so bedizened with flaring advertisements. At 
present every commodity of commerce wad 
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pressed on the notice of those who enjoyed the 
garden. Every house which hemmed it in had 
its blue or red board with gigantic yellow 
letters. Here, too, you had the head-quarters 
of the Army of Salvation, with its war-cry well 
printed and legible ; and face to face with it, on 
the opposite side of the enclosure, a theatre 
and a gin-palace ; the latter painted emerald 
green and mauve in one part, dark red and yel- 
low ochre in another ; and the whole 'pointed^ 
up with crimson and blue. 

' Oh, never mind a little bright colour,' 
exclaimed Mrs. UUathome, who saw what 
was disturbing him. 'The children like it — 
I like it too ; so would you, if you lived 
here.' 

' Should I really ? ' cried he, with a look of 
such horror that she could not help laughing 
heartily. 

* The ground is prettily laid out,' said she, 
gazing with great satisfaction on the hard as- 
phaJte paths and great heaps of bricks which 
were piled up in methodical-looking beds and 
waiting to be made into ferneries. 

' I don't know, I am sure ; the shrubs look 
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well enough ; but I want to see the ferns green 
and growing,' said he. 

Eosamond Keithley shared his desire; but 
she was doing something more to the point 
than that — she had taken a trowel out of her 
basket and was planting her flowers. Seeing 
her thus engaged, Mt. Ardrossan said to Mrs. 
UUathome, ' I shall send Miss Keithley a 
cheque for half the price of these drawings to- 
night. Will you tell me if you think I shall be 
right in assuming that they will be the same 
price as that of the same size in the Ellesmere?' 

* Quite right,' cried Mrs. UUathorne, who 
knew nothing whatever about it, but was sure 
that Mr. Ardrossan could never be wrong. 
* How kind you are to propose to do that ! — 
You remember everything. Dear Mr. Ardros- 
san, this is such a lucky thought of yours ! — 
so very lucky, for poor Eose is not at all happy 
just now. In fact, I can't help thinking she is 
very miserable. She wouldn't like me to tell 
you, perhaps — so don't say anything to show 
that I have done so — ^but she has broken off 
her engagement with Mr. Morrison. She says 
she does not love him enough to marry him ; 
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but I am sure — ^I don't know — ^I saw her crying 
after she had done it, and I always thought she 
was very fond of him — ^as fond as anyone could 
be/ 

Mr. Ardrossan had known instinctively that 
she would do this, so he could not honestly 
show any surprise. * And what did Morrison 
say when she did it ? ' he asked. 

* Oh, he behaved remarkably well — ^he did 
everything he could to persuade her to let the 
engagement go on. He couldn't have behaved 
better ; but she still said she was firmly resolved 
to break off with him.' 

* Then I suppose that's how it ended — ^he 
was obliged to let her do as she wished ? ' 

* Well, of course a man ha^ not much alter- 
native when a girl speaks so very decidedly; 
but he refuses to take her answer as final. He 
says he wishes her to think it over for six 
months, after which time he will come to her ; 
and then, if she still declares that she does not 
love him enough to marry him, he will accept 
his dismissal, but not till then.' 

* In other words, he won't profit by his re- 
lease until he is quite certain that she knows 
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her own mind,' thought Mr. Ardrossan. *I 
expected him to behave like a gentleman/ 

They now went and watched Kose Keithley 
planting her roots: evening primroses, wall- 
flowers, snapdragons, pinks, campanulas, and 
sweet-wiUiams. There was nothing very rare 
about the contents of her basket ; but still in a 
month or two the playground would look all 
the brighter for what she was doing. 

' It is nice to see those children have room 
to stretch their legs,' said Mrs. TJllathome. ' I 
don't think rich folks imagine what it must be 
to have nothing but a narrow street to play in 
— I think if they did, some of the money which 
goes by thousands to hospitals to help to cure 
bad diseases wotild be given to provide open 
spaces, by way of doing something to prevent 
them.' 

*Mr. Ardrossan,' said Eose Keithley, who 
had now planted all her flowers, ' the more I 
think of your kind scheme, the more delightful 
it seems to me.' 



Digitized by 



Google 



268 TBE LEADEN CASKET. 



CHAPTEK XLVI. 

Pluedrui, This is the tree. 

Socratet, Yes, indeed, and a fair and shady resting-place, fall of 
summer sounds and scents. — Plato : PJuedrus. 

•I lay me on the grass : yet to my will. 
Albeit all is fair, there lacketh something still. 

Chattkbton. 

* And so we awoke, and we rose in the dark, 
and got with oiir bags and our brushes to work,' 
said Morrison to himself as, about five months 
after the date of the last chapter, he thrust his 
neck into the yoke of a large sketching-bag, 
caught up a sketching-foKo, and prepared to 
leave a very comfortable hotel in Dieppe, 
where he had been staying the last six weeks, 
for his morning's work. He must have been in 
tolerable spirits, or this adaptation of Blake's 
'Chimney-Sweeper' would not have presented 
itself so readily to his mind ; but in point of 
fact he was not getting up in the dark at all. 
That was a fiction indulged in for poetical pur- 
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poses. In reality it was just half-past seven, 
and a beautiful September morning ; and, be- 
sides that, he was. not going out one bit earlier 
than a host of other people, especially some 
young ladies who were at the very same time 
making their way down to the beach to bathe, 
with stout towels on their arms, and their sea- 
side back-hair nicely arranged to float about in 
the sweet haze of early autumn sunshine. As 
Morrison was leaving the hotel, two of them 
had come into the garden which surrounded it, 
and were standing imder the bedroom windows 
of a certain ' Janie,' as he gathered from their 
discourse, and trying to persuade her to go and 
bathe with them. ' Janie ' appeared to hesitate 
— she was sure it would be cold, she said. 
Morrison thought she only wanted pressing ; 
but the two outside were not disposed to take 
much trouble about her. *We can't wait,' 
said one. ' I do wish you would come ; but if 
you won't — you won't.' On this, of course, 
* Janie ' shook her head with vigorous decision 
— persuasion would have softened her. The 
bathers tiuned to go. 'Oh, by-the-by,' cried 
one, * have you seen the " Times," Janie ? ' 
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No. Is there anything nice in it ? ' 

' Nothing very paiticular — only I was right 
about that Mr. Ardrossan — ^I was sure I was at 
the time. He has married the girl he was 
always going about with in Eome. I told you 
he would. I wish I had had a good big bet on 
it, though.' 

Mr. Ardrossan married! Morrison turned 
back and ran into the hotel again, to have a 
look at the ' Times ' and see the name of the 
lady ; and there he read : — 

' At the British Embassy, Bome, John Ar- 
drossan, Esq., of 83 Grosvenor Place, London, 
and Glen Duich, Eoss-shire, N.B., to Bosamond, 
only daughter of the late Walter Keithley, of 
Gower Street, London.' 

Then he was free to love Olive I He had 
been faithful to Eosamond Keithley. He had 
given her six months in which to make up her 
mind whether she could be happy with him or 
no, and until he got her answer he had thought 
it right to avoid Olive. Now an answer had 
come which was sufficient. Miss Keithley had 
said at the time that her decision was final, and 
had declined this ofier of more time for thought ; 
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but as he had made it he considered himself 
boimd, and bound, too, if at the end *of the 
period she should come and say, * I can never 
love anyone as I love you.' Now he was free! 
Now he would go to OUve! For this day, 
however, he was loyally true to his drawing — 
it wanted more time, and should have the whole 
day ; but he painted with a happy hope in his 
mind — there was just a chance that she might 
listen now. 

Two days afterwards Mrs. Brooke was 
sitting with her two pretty young daughters, 
when Mr. Morrison was announced. He looked 
roimd the room for OHve; but no Olive was 
there ; and when he asked where she was Mrs. 
Brooke said 'She has been in Cornwall, with us 
and her Aunt Alice, and now she has gone down 
to Yorkshire, with her other aunt. Miss Lettice 
Brooke. Oh, by-the-by, Mr. Morrison, you 
know Austerfield — that's where she has gone.' 

* When did she go ? ' he asked. 

' Only this morning. If you had come yes- 
terday you would have seen her. Now I don't 
know when you will have a chance of doing that, 
for she won't be back here for ever so long.' 
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Morrison smiled. There were other places 
in the world in which he might see OUve be- 
sides Mrs. Brooke's drawing-room. He could 
not help thinking that, though a novelist and 
given to making plots herself, his dear friend 
was not quick at seeing plots which arranged 
themselves. This thought made him put a 
question. He had already been surprised to 
find her sitting reading to her daughters instead 
of writing as usual ; so he asked if she had 
given up writing. 

* Oh, no,' was her reply ; * I have not given 
it up, I hope — the Doctor will not let me do 
that — ^but still I don't see how I am ever to go 
back to it. I find such dozens of things to do ; 
in fact, I am rapidly becoming so firmly woven 
into the web of family hfe that I sometimes 
think I shall never be able to break loose from 
it again.' 

Morrison stayed some time, and while he 
was thus talking and thinking of her, OHve was 
on her way to Austerfield. At last she had 
got permission to go there. As soon as she 
found herself in Yorkshire she was full of eager 
interest, and began to persecute Miss Lettice 
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with questions ; though all she could draw from 
her in reference to Austerfield was, * You won't 
care for it as you used to do.' 

' Well, at any rate the Grange is as beauti- 
ful as I remember it ! ' exclaimed Olive, gazing 
fondly at the venerable lichened walls, all over- 
grown with flowering shrubs. * And you have 
the very same chintz ! ' she cried when she 
went into her bedroom, for there were the 
parroquets as bright and busy as ever. 'It 
is the same ; and my bed in London has had 
ever so many sets of new curtains ! And, oh ! 
how delightful ! the books are still there ! ' 
She looked out of the window — ^there was the 
garden brilliant with autumn flowers. She 
went to the looking-glass, almost expecting to 
see her own childish face reflected in it ; but 
when she announced her intention of having a 
run around the garden she was told that dinner 
was ready ; and when dinner was over it was 
dark. 

Next day she resolved to make her rounds 
in the order which she had observed as a child. 
First came the garden. It was lovely ; and so 
was the orchard, too, with hoary old fruit-trees 
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covered with large rosy-cheeked apples; but 
she could find no dark or dangerous places, nor 
yet any which seemed as if they could ever 
have been lawfully regarded as such. She 
opened the wicket-gate which led from the 
garden to the churchyard. She went to the 
old stone coffin in which she and Willie had 
sat so often ; then she walked round and looked 
at the tombstones. She found those of her 
grandfather and grandmother, and then that 
which bore the names of WiUie's poor grand- 
mother, his butcher-uncle, and some unknown 
cousins. Another tombstone, with an enormous 
hly carved on it, marked the grave of the only 
person in the village of whom Olive had a dis- 
agreeable recollection — a certain ill-tempered 
farmer, firom whose tongue appaUingly bad 
words were never absent. It was odd to put 
a hly on his tomb. Next she visited the village. 
It was a mere collection of dull cottages. She 
went to the humble home where WiUie's young 
years had been spent. She had always recalled 
it as a nice little stone house, standing in its 
own garden. It was a four-roomed cottage, 
with a water-butt almost as big as itself stand- 
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ing by the door; a sanded doorstep and 
passage, and a strip of cabbage-garden at the 
side, with an ill-kept hedge, almost smothered 
with weeds. * It is terribly depressing to see 
these places,' thought she. *And yet, how 
angry I was with poor Willie for saying that 
Aiisterfield was a commonplace village ! ' Then 
she went to the field where Willie had hidden 
himself behind the corn-sheaves, and after that 
she walked to the Ayton Bank Farm. What a 
long, long walk it had seemed then, and how 
quickly she got there now ! and besides that, 
it was as unromantic and unpicturesque a walk 
as could have been found anywhere. She could 
have sat down and wept, her disappointment 
was so bitterly keen. 

But she had kept the dearest spot of all till 
the last. At six o'clock in the evening she had 
always met Willie at a certain lime-tree in the 
prettiest field far or near, and there most of 
their time had been spent. That she knew 
was beautiful, and could not disappoint her. 
When the hour came she went. The field was 
very pretty and irregular, and through the 
midst of it came the rapid little stream she re- 
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membered so well. There was a time when 
not a comer of that field was unconnected with 
some delight. She walked through it now. 
She entered the little wood — ^the wood with 
dangerous places, and long leaps which might 
be successful and land you on the opposite 
bank, or might but deposit you in water too deep 
for safety, for here the channel of the stream 
was narrow. There seemed to be no place 
now where she could not step over with ease. 
It was pretty, it was nice, but it did not stir 
her heart, except so far as it was associated with 
Willie. 

She returned to the lime-tree and seated 
herself on the great bare root on which she 
and Willie had always sat. She had wished to 
revisit these places for years, and had hoped to 
be so happy when she did so, and this joy also 
had proved a mere mockery, as every other joy 
to which she had ever looked forward had 
done. She covered her face with her hands 
and wept when she thought what an unhappy 
girl she was. She did not believe that there 
was another girl in England so unhappy as she. 
And she was not miserable without a cause. Her 
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troubles were substantial things — ^hard to bear 
at the time, and such as would leave their 
mark for life. Her early youth had been 
happy, but she had never been happy since. 
From the age of ten she had lived stinted of the 
love which a child has a right to expect, with 
bricks and pavement as food for her eyes, 
and dull lessons as food for her mind. Then 
came that hateful time with her stepmother, 
during which she had suddenly discovered that 
she had a mother of her own. How the dis- 
covery had delighted her ! But she had found 
her mother only to lose her. Besides this grief, 
the disgrace which stained her family was in- 
tolerable to her — her mother's divorce, which 
was still held to be a just sentence — the fact 
that her own father's sister could make such a 
dishonourable contract as Mrs. Kaymond had 
done — there were so many things to make her 
hide her head in shame ! And WiUie ! There 
was another deep disappointment. She had 
longed for years to be reunited to him ; and 
when she did see him again, how had he treated 
her? She was not thinking of his behaviour 
in the train — that she had forgiven long ago — . 
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his heroic conduct afterwards had quite thrown 
into the shade anything he had done to offend 
her; nay, more, had won her admiration for 
life. Besides, her own conscience told her that 
all he then said was true, and that her mode of 
life at that time was not such as a man of his 
stamp would care for. It was afterwards that 
he had treated her so ill. He had seemed to 
love her — ^had asked her to marry him, and 
then in an incredibly short space of time had 
engaged himself to another woman ! How 
could he do so? How could any man be 
so fickle ? With feminine perversity, in which 
she was by no means deficient, she did not take 
her reftisal of him into account at all. 'He 
might,' thought she, * have seen that my head 
was quite full of something else — of something 
very important, which was making me far too 
unhappy to be able to think of love or of him 
— ^he might have waited till that was over. 
Besides, if he cared for me at all, how could he 
change so quickly ? I turned to him directly 
my mind was my own again and I was able to 
think of him and knew he loved me. I believe 
I have loved him all my life — not, perhaps, as 
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an existing person, but as one of whom I 
dreamed ; and when his flowers came I loved 
him just as much as ever, for I knew he was as 
nice as he used to be, or he would not have 
thought of sending them to me. But to go and 
get engaged so quickly ! ' 

A slight sound startled her. She turned, 
and Morrison stood behind her. His train had 
brought him to Austerfield just in time to go 
to the old trysting-place at the old time. She 
rose to her feet, but was too much startled to 
speak. He too was scarcely able to speak, for 
he had said to himself all the way as he came, 
' If she cares for me at all, I think some feeling 
will make her, on this first night of being at 
Austerfield, visit our old place of meeting at 
the same hour that we used to go.' He had 
said this, and she was there ; and when he saw 
her, his face grew radiant with happiness and 
his eyes bright with hope. 

'How do you do, Mr. Morrison?' said 
Olive rather stiflBiy. ' I did not expect to see 
you here.' She was terribly mortified that he 
should have found her where she was. 

* No, of course you did not,' said he ; ' but 
I had just a very faint hope that I might find you.' 
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* There are not many walks in Austerfield,' 
said she ; * one has to go to such as there are.' 

' I wanted,' he said, ' to think that you came 
here, as I myself should always come, for the 
sake of former times — with some wish to see a 
place where I had spent so many hours — so 
many happy hours/ 

' Of course I did,' replied Olive. ' I have 
been to all the places where I used to play 
when I was a child, so naturally I came to this 
as well as the others.' 

*I saw Mrs. Brooke yesterday,' said he; 
*she told me that you had left London for 
Yorkshire that very day.' 

*You were in London yesterday? Then, 
did you come here to-day ? ' asked Olive, much 
surprised, and not at all pleased. 

* Yes, I came to-day, because I wanted to 
see you.' 

* To see me? ' she said coldly ; for, under the 
circumstances, engaged as he was to another 
woman, she did not approve of his wishing so 
much to see her. 

* Yes, to see you — the one person whom of 
all others I shall always most wish to see. Miss 
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Brooke,' he said hastily, ' sit down again one 
minute — ^you were sitting when I came. Sit 
down and listen to something which I must say 
to you/ 

' Oh, no, it is late. I must go home,' said 
Olive confusedly. ' What have you to say to 
me, Mr. Morrison ? ' 

' Much — everything — ^you must listen.' 
' Oh, by-the-by,' said Olive, ' I am quite for- 
getting to ask how Miss Keithley is — do tell me.' 
' Miss Keithley has married Mr. Ardrossan. 
He has got as noble a woman as ever hved. 
That's why I am here. I should not have been 
speaking to you now tad it not been for this 
marriage ; but, whether I came or stayed away, 
I should always have set you far above her and 
all other women.' 

' What ! when you were engaged to her? ' 
cried Olive. 

'Yes, even when I was engaged to her. 
Miss Brooke, be generous — I will explain every- 
thing to you hereafter — ^but trust me when I 
say I have not behaved ill about her. I thought 
it right to ask her to marry me. If you had 
not been in the world, I have no doubt I should 
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have loved her much more than I did. I did 
feel a very strong affection for her, though it 
was not real love. It was a mistake to offer to 
her ; but she was the one to discover that, not 
I. She said she found she could never be happy 
with me. I was afraid that she had divined 
that you were the one whom I always had 
loved, and always would love ; but it seems I 
was wrong. However, I refused to let our en- 
gagement be broken off until she had waited 
six months, to see if after all she could not be 
happy with me. She has married Mr. Ardros- 
san before the six months have expired. I am 
free. I seek you again — ^I shall never love any 
woman but you. You may think me foolish, 
or what you will, but I believe J have loved 
you ever since the day we first met. I only 
know that ever since that time I have never 
done anything without some secret reference to 
you. Every picture has been painted with the 
thought that your dear eyes might see it ; and 
every time one was praised, I thought, "She 
may see that it is well spoken of. She may, 
perhaps, understand how I am trying my 
hardest to bring myself one step nearer to her." 
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I know I am presumptuous ; I know how much 
more so I must seem here, where there is 
everything to remind you what a poor little 
village boy I was when you first knew me ; but 
still, if you could but love me, I do not think 
you are one who would care what my relations 
were. Olive, do love me — I can't live without 
you — ^I have loved you all my life/ 

During this long speech Ohve had sat quietly, 
but her heart had been deeply stirred. Now 
she did not look up, but said very gently, 
* Won't you sit down beside me — ^here, in your 
old place ^ ' And she moved a little farther 
along the rugged old gnarled root. Morrison's 
head swam with the joy of a hope to which he 
dared not allow himself to trust. He sat down 
by her side. He looked at her. Her head was 
bent down, her hands were lying on her lap. 
He said, in a voice full of suppressed emotion, 
' When we sat here together before, we always 
sat hand-in-hand.' 

Her head sank lower and lower. She did 
not seem angry with him, but she did not 



' Do speak to me,' cried he. ' Tell me if I 
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may dare to hope. You do not check me, but 
you give me no hope.' 

She was still silent. She was wondering to 
herself how it was that now, when she so much 
wanted to speak to him, she could not force her 
lips to utter one single sound. She tried re- 
peatedly, but still could not. 

' I am distressing you,' said he, * but I 
^lust. I have come all the way from France 
just to say this to you. It is no new thiog on 
my part to feel thus — I said the same thiog to 
you in the winter ; I have wished to say it for 
years. Nothing but my own consciousness that 
I had no right to approach you with such a 
proposal has kept me away from you so long. 
I am still unworthy to offer myself to you, but 
I have more hope than I had of making a posi- 
tion for myself of which you won't be ashamed; 
and if you would but love me, dear Olive, I 
should work a thousand times better. You 
don't know how I would work and try to do 
good things.' Having said this, he looked in 
her face so earnestly that it seemed as if no 
feeling of her heart could be hidden from him. 
* Make some sign if you wish me to be silent on 
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this subject for ever,' said he, pitying her ; and 
then he watched her with a sickening dread 
lest the sign for which he had asked should be 
given to him. 

She made no sign. She even attempted to 
raise her shy eyes to his and let him see that 
there was a gleam of love and trust in them, 
but they fell under his gaze almost before they 
met it, 

' Oh, Olive/ cried he, * have mercy ! You 
do not drive me away ; but do not bless me 
by halves. " Or love me all in all, or love me 
not at all." Now that a glimpse of hope seems 
to be vouchsafed me, I feel as if I must have all 
or nothing. Can you love me, Olive ? ' And 
as he spoke he held out his hand. 

She saw his outstretched hand, and slowly 
laid hers in it. There was a moment's silence, 
and then she spoke, and her words came swiftly, 
and apparently without an effort. '"Can I 
love you ? " you ask. I beheve I have loved 
you all the time. I am quite sure I have 
never loved anyone else. It seems to me that 
you are the only one who can make my life 
perfect.' 
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Morrison's heart leaped for joy. Not only 
had she accepted him, but she was expressing 
the very thought which made one of the chief 
delights of his love for her. She alone could 
make his hfe a perfect whole. His love for 
her ran back as far as memory could reach. It 
had gladdened his boyhood, elevated his youth, 
and, please God, should elevate and sustain 
him as long as life lasted. ' My darling Olive!' 
he cried, tightly clasping her hand, which now 
as of old lay so contentedly in his, *how 
shall I ever thank you enough? We always 
have loved each other, and we always wiU. 
Now we will be so happy. You did not look 
happy when I came to you.' 

' I was miserable — very miserable. I was 
counting up my losses, and I seemed to have 
lost everything. I felt quite alone in the 
world.' A loving pressure of the hand told 
her that that grief was hers no longer. * And 
I was vexed to find Austerfield so ugly.' 

* It is not ugly ! ' he cried, in his turn in- 
dignant. ' It may not be what is called beauti- 
ful scenery, but it is just as beautiful as we 
were fitted for. To us the world was summed 
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up in this one field. It held all that we were 
capable of admiring. It contained a specimen 
in miniature of every kind of beauty in nature. 
It still seemed almost moimtainous to us, and 
yet we had strength to chmb it. Its beck had 
dangerous rapids, and deep and sullen pools, 
and was so broad that we had prudently to 
choose a safe spot for the bold venture of cross- 
ing it. Now we wonder where the difficulty 
could be. Then the wood was big enough for 
us to lose ourselves in. No, it's not ugly, but 
small. But, Olive, what made you not care 
for it just now, and what made me not care for 
it when I was here before, was that we were 
alone. We were never alone when we were 
here before : how happy we were together ! 
We must never part more.' 

'You are right,' said OUve. *It was 
because I was alone. Once, when I was a child, 
I was just as miserable, and saw no beauty or 
pleasure in anything. It was that day when I 
thought you had left me to go to see some 
wild-beasts; but, after all, you had stayed at 
home for my sake. It was the last day we 
were together — do you remember ? ' 
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* Do I remember ? I remember everything 
— every single thing that happened that day/ 

Ohve blushed, for she too remembered 
that day, and how she had flung her arms 
round his neck and kissed him, and told him 
she should love him for ever and ever. 

* Don't mind my remembering everything 
so well. My recollections are very delightful.* 

*We were happy children,' said Olive. 
'The only sorrow we ever had was that our 
flowers would fade. We decorated a bower 
with garlands, and cried because they withered 
in a day. Oh, look at the sun ! How beauti- 
ful it makes everything ! It is like magic' 

Long rays of crimson were streaming across 
the field and glorifying all that they touched. 
She watched with admiring eyes, but truthful- 
ness compelled her to add, * I dare say I should 
have thought that ugly too if you had not 
come.' 

They watched the sun till it sank below the 
horizon; then Olive said, *I must go home. 
Aunt Lettice will be anxious if I don't. You 
will come with me, won't you.^ Oh, Willie, 1 
am so happy ! ' 
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She was still happier when she entered the 
house, for Miss Lettice came to meet her with 
a letter in her hand — a letter with an Indian 
stamp. It was from her father : — 

My child (wrote Sir Chesterfield), I have heard every- 
thing. You and your dear mother thought it kinder to 
keep the painful knowledge from me, but you were wrong. 
The fear that she had possibly been treated with injustice 
and cruelty has tormented me for years. That dread 
would never have left me, howsoever well you kept the 
secret. Now that my most painful fears are confirmed, 
and, besides that, I find that my dear wife is lost to me 
for ever, one thing only remains for me to do — to come 
home, and so long as life is left to me try to be a good 
father to you. God bless you, my own dear ill-used 
child. You will see me soon after you receive this. Try 
to forgive me and love me as your father. Full justice 
shall be done your dear mother's memory. I feel heart- 
broken when I think of all that she must have suffered. 
My darling, if you can forgive me for having treated you 
with such neglect, the remaining years of my life shall be 
spent in trying to make yours more happy. I long to be 
with you, for your mother's sake and for your own. 

Chesterfield Bbooke. 



THE END. 
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" Mr, Cussans AaSt f^ont sources not (accessible to CiutterOucM, made mcA 

veUuable additions to tke manorial history of the county from tht earliest perioi 
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enormous labour of love, the production of a text which^ wluiher in its dictionary 
form or in that of the * Gent ral History,' is within its intended scope immeasurably 
ih* best and richest work on Costume in English, , . . This book is not only 
on* of the most readable works of the kind, but intrinsically attractive and 
amusing,*'— Athkkjeum. 
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the Great North American Desert. By Richard Irving Dodge, 
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Oddides. By Dr. John Doran, F.S.A. 
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Dunraven's The Great Divide: 
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Z874. By the Earl of Dunraven. With Maps and numerous 
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with Minor Essays on Cognate Subjects. By Shoshee Chunder 
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Emanuel On Diamonds and Precious 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Demy 4to, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 36J. 

Emanuel and Grego.— A History of the Gold- 
smith's and Jeweller's Art in all Ages and in all Countries. By E. 
Emanuel and Joseph Grego. With numerous fine Engravings. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, js, 6d, 

Englishman's House, The: 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with 61II Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. By C. J. Richardson. 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Illustrations. 
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Crown 8vo, doth boardSi 6r. per Volume, 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, \r§ Rev. A. B. Grosast. 
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I. Fletcher's (Oiles, B.D.) Com- 
plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth. 
Christ's Triunq>h over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial*In- 
troduction and Notes. One VoL 

a. DavleB' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto 
Unjpublished MSS., for the first time 
CoUected and Edited. Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes. Two Vols. 
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des, Noble Numbers, and Complete 
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Introduction and Notes, Steel Por 
trait. Index of First Lines, and 
Glossarial Index, &c. Three V0I&. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Oom- 

plete Poetical Works, indudioR all 
those in "Arcadia." With Portrait, 
Memorial-Introduction, Sssay on 
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Evolution (Chapters on) ; 

A Popular History of the Darvrinian and Allied Theories Of Develop- 
ment. By Andrew Wilson, Ph.D., F.R.S. Edin. &c. \ln preparation. 
Abstract of Contents :— The Problem Stated— Sketch of the Rise and Progress of 
Evolution— What Evolution b and what it is not— The Evidence for Evolution— 
The Evidence from Development— The Evidence from Rudimentary Organs— The 
Evidence from Geographical Distribution— The Evidence from Geology — Evolution 
and Environments— Flowers and their Fertilisation and Development— Evolution 
and Degeneration— Evolution and Ethics— The Relations of Evolution to Ethics 
and Theology, &c. &c. 

Folio, cloth extra, £\ iii. 6</. 

Examples of Contemporary Art. 

Etchings from Representative Works by living English and Foreign 
Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes, by J. Comyns Carr. 
**// would not bt oasy to meet with a more sum/tuous, and at the same time 
m more tasteful and instructive drawing^^vom ^0Mfc.'^— Nonconformist. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 6j. 

Fairholt's Tobacco : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By F. 
W. Fairholt, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards of 
100 Illustrations by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 4J. 6d, 

Faradajr's Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New Edition. Edited 
by W. Crookbs, F.CS. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 4J. 6^. 

Faraday's Various Forces of Nature. 

New Edition. Edited byW. Crookes, F.CS. Numerous Illustrationi. 
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Finger-Ring Lore : 
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Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 

**On€ of thou gouiping hooks which art at JuU of amusemoni as of mstntC" 

jawi."— Athbw^um. 

Price One Shilling Monthly. 

Gentleman'^ Magazine for 1881. 

The January Number will contain the First Chapters of a New Serial 
Story, entitled *'The Comet of a Season," by Justin McCarthy, 
M.P., Author of " Donna Quixote," &c. 

%♦ Now ready, the yolutne for J avuary to June, 1880, cloth extra, 
frici 8j. 6<f./ and Cases for binding, price us. each. 

Demy 8vo, illuminated cover, price One Shilling. 

The Qentleman's Annual. 

Containing The Posy Ring. By Mrs. Alfred W. Hunt.— Skele- 
ton Keys. By D. Christie Murray.— Love that Purifies. By 
Henrietta A. Duff. [/» November. 

THE RUSKIN GRIMM.-'^uare 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d. ; 
gilt edges, 7s. 6d, 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Taylor. 

Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With aa Illustrations 

after the inimitable designs of George Cruiksuank, Both Series 

Complete. 
" Ths illustrations of this volume . . . are of quite sterling and adndrmble 
mrt, «f a class precisely parallel in elevation to the character of the tales which 
they illustrate; and the orinnal etchings, as I have be fore .said in the Appendix to 
my * Elements of Drawing; were unrivalled in masterfulness of touch since Rem- 
hrandt (in some qualities of delineation, unrivalled even by him). . . . To make 
oom ewh at enlarged copies of them, looking at them throufh a wu^nifying glass, 
and never putting two lines where Cruikshanh has put only one, would be an exer- 
eiu in decision and severe drawing which would league afterwards liitle to be leami 
§ n schools.**— Extract from Introduction by John R u skin. 

Post 8vo. cloth limp, sj. td, 

Glenny's A Year's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glenny. 
** A great deal of valuable information, conveyed in very simple language. The 
a mateur need not wish for a better guide.** — Lkbds Mbrcury. 

New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7^.6^. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, 

Described from Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
KONER. Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited bf 
Dr. F. Hueffer. With 545 lUnstrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth esctra, gilt, with Illustrations, 71. ttd. 

Greenwood's Low-Life Deeps : 

An Account of the Strange Tish to be found there. By James Green- 
wood. With Illustrations in tint by Alfred Concanen. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, •;s. ^d. 

Greenwood's Wilds of London: 

Descriptive Sketches, from Personal Observations and Experience^ of 
Remarkable Scenes, People, and Places in London. By James Grbbw- 
WOOD. With 13 Tinted Illustrations by Alfred Concanbn. 



Square i6mo (Tanchnitz size). 

Golden Library, The : 

Ballad History of Bngland. By 

W. C. Bennett. 
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of 

the Echo Club. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Emerson's Letters and Social 
Aims. 

Godwin's (William) Llres of 

the Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the 

Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- 
tion by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. 

Complete. With all the original Il- 
lustrations. 

Irving's (Washington) Tales of 

a Traveller. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of 

the Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and 

Occupations of Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Elia. Both 

Series Complete in One Vol. 

liOigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale 

for a Chimney Comer, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- 
tion by Edmund Ollibr. 



doth extra, ai. per volume. 



Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d' Arthur : The Stories of King ArtiMur 
and of the Knights of the Ra«iiid 
Table. Edited by B. Montgombkib 
Ranking. 
Pascal's Proyinoial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Citn 
D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saimt»- 
Bbuvb. 

St Pierre's Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 

with Life, by the Rev. E. Clarkk. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and 

Sueen Mab, with Essay by Lbk» 
UNT. 

SheUey's Later Poems : Lto*- 

and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems* 

the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley's Prose Works, indnd-^ 

ing A Refutation of Deism, ZastroBd, 
St. Irvyne, &c. 

White's Natural History of Sel- 

borne. Edited, with additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F.L.S. 



Crown 8vo, cloth ||[ilt and gilt edges, js. 6d, 

Golden Treasury of Thought^ The: 

An Encyclopedia of Quotations from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by Theodore Taylor. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4s, 6d, 

Guyot's Earth and Man; 

or, Physical Geography in its Relation to the History of Mankind* 
A^th Additions by Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray ; za Maps 
and Engravings on Steel, some Coloured, and copious Index. 
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Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by : 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8j. 
New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Iiegends of the Morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yj. 6d. 

Hall's (Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish Character. 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Maclisb, Gil- 
bert, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. 
" Th4 Itisk Sketches of tkit lady resembU Mis* Miiford*s heauHfid En^Uth 

sketches in * Our Village^ but they are far more vigorous and picturesque and 

bright.**— BhACKwooi3*s Magazine. 

Post 8to, cloth extra, 41. &/. ; a few large-paper copies. half-Roxb., 10s. 6d, 

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. 

By Don Felix db Salamanca. With 134 Facsimiles of Signatures; 

Haweis (Mrs.), Works by : 

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis, Author of "The 

V Art of Beauty," &c. Illustrated by the Author. Small 8vo, illustrated 

cover, IS. ; cloth limp, is. 6d. 
"A well-considered attempt to appfy canons oj good taste to ike costumee 

^J ladies of our time Mrs. Haweis writes frankly and to the 

^ointt she does not mince matters, but boldly remonstrates with her o^vn sex 

,on the follies they indulge in We may recommend the book to tke 

Jadies whom it concerns**— Athkvjbjju, 

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis, Author of 

*' Chaucer for Children." Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with 
Coloured Frontispiece and nearly xoo Illustrations, xor. 6d, 
•#* See also ChaUCER, p.6<f this Catalogue, 

Complete in Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, I2J, each. 

History of Our Own Times, from the Accession 
of Queen Victoria to the General Election of x88o. By )ustin 
McCarthy, M.P. 

** Criticism is disarmed before a composition which provokes little iuiapprovat 
This is a really good book on a really interesting subject^ and words piled on words 
could say no more for it. . . . Suckis the effect of its general iusttce^ its breadth 
of view, and its sparkling buoyancy, that very few ofits readers will rtn^e these 
volumes without looking forward with interest to the two [since publLhad] that 
are to follow "-^SArvKDAY Rbvibw. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Hobhouse's The Dead Hand : 

Addresses on the subject of Endowments and Settlements of Property. 
By Sir Arthur Hobhousb, Q.C, K.C.S.I. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2J. 6d, 

Hohnes's The Science of Voice Production 

and Voice Preservation : A J'opular Manual for the Use of Speaken 
and Singers. By Gordon Holmes, L.R.C.P.E. 
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Cxown 8vo, cloth extra, 4J. 6</. 

HoUinjgshead's (John) Plain English. 

•*/ anticipate imnunse tntertainment from the ptrnsal o/Mr. HolUngshead*» 
* Plain English* wkich I imagined to be a philological work^ but which I find to 
he a series 0/ essays^ in the Tiollingsheadian or Sledge-Hammer style, on those 
matters theatrical with which he is so eminently conversant" — G. A. S. in the 
Illustrathd London News. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, js, 6d. 

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic Annuals* 
With Life of the Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred IllustrationSi 

Square crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt edges, &r. 

Hood's (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah's Arkaeological Narrative. With 35 Illustrations bf 
W. Brunton and £. C. Barnes. 

" The amusing letterpress is profusely interspersed with the iingling rhymih 
which children love and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton and Barnes do fitU 
justice to the writer's meanit^^ and a pleasanter result of the harmonious eO' 
Operaiion of author and artist could not be desired.** — Timbs. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, yj. 6d, 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works, 

induding his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons-mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. 
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, ^s, 

Home's Orion : 

An Epic Poem in Three Books. By Richard Hengist Hornb. 
With a brief Commentary by the Author. With Photographic Portrait 
from a Medallion by Summers. Tenth Edition. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d, 

Howell's Conflicts of Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, iri their Political, Social, Eco- 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell. 
"This booh is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt, to Place the 
work of trade unions in the past, and their objects in the future, fairfy be/ort tki 
p ubkcfrom the working m an's P oint ^Ptfw."— Pall M a ll Ga2Btt». 

Demy 8vo, doth extra, 12J. 6i/. 

Hueffer's The Troubadours: 

A History of Provencal Life and literature in the Middle Ages. By 

Francis Hueffer. 

Two Vols. 8vo, with 5a Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 141. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews." 
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A New Edition, Revised and partly Rtt-written, with several New 
Chapters and lUustratioiis, crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 6^. 

Jennings' The Rosiorucians : 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the Ancient Fire and 
Serpent Worshippers. By Hargravb Jennings. With Five foil- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illustrations. 
•' Oru ofthote volumes which may bi taken up and dipped into at random for half' 
aH'hour^t reading^ or^ on the other hand, appealed to by the student as a source 0/ 
valuable information on a system which has not only exercised for hundreds of yean 
an extraordinary influence on the menial development of so shrewd a people as the 
Jewst but has captivated the minds of some of the greatest thinkers ofCkrixtendem 
in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries,**— huKDS Mbrcurv. 

Small 8vo, cloth, full gilt, gilt edges, wiUi Illustrations, dr. 

Eavanaghs' Pearl Fountain, 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. With 

Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith, 

" Genuine new fairy stories of the old type, some of. them as eteUghtful at ike 

beet of Grimm* s ' German Popular Stories/ .... For the most part the 

tieries are downright^ thoroughgoing fairy stories of the most admiretble Hnd» 

. . . Afr. Moyr Smiths illustrations^ too,, are «</»nfra*&.'*— Spbctatoh. 

Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, aj. 6^. 

Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By Daisy Waterhousb Hawkins. With 17 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, zor. td. 

Lamb (Mary and Charles) : 

Their Poems, Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and Notes 
by W. Carew Hazlitt. With Hancock's Portrait of the E^ssayist, 
Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Ediuons of Lamb's and 
Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. 
" Very many passages will delight these fond of literary trifles; hardly any 
^erHon will fail in interest for levers of Charles Lamb and hissister.**—SiTKtiiUka3>, 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Lamb's Poetry for Children, and Prince 

Dorus. Carefully Reprinted from unique copies. 
'* The guaint and delightful little book, over the recovery of which all the hearts 
of his lovers are yet warm with rejoicing*'^A» C. Swikburne. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Portraits, js. 6d, 

Lamb's Complete Works, 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 

Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and Introduction, 

by R. H. Shepherd. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a Page 

erf the " Essay on Roast Pig." 

**A complete edition of Lamb's writings, in prose and verse, has long been 

wanted, and is now supplied. The editor appears to have taken great paine 

to bring together LamS^s scattered contributions, and his collection contains a 

number of pieces which are now reproduced for the fi*st time since their original 

appearawe in various old periodicals "—Sktvki^kh Rbvibw. 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps and Illustrations, z8j. 

Lamont's Yachting in the Arctic Seas ; 

or, Notes of Five Voyages of Sport and Discovery in the Neighbour- 
hood of Spitsbergen and Novaya Zemlya. By James Lamont, 
F.R.G.S. With numerous full-page Illustrations by Dr. LiVESAT. 
'*Aft*r wading^ tkr<mgk numherUst volumes of icy ficttoHt concocted narraiivet 
mnd ipurum* biography of Arctic voyagers, it is pleasant to nuet with a real and 
genume volume, . . . lie shows m$tch tact in recounting his adventures, and 
they are so interspersed with anecdotes and information as to make them anythsttg 
but wearisome, . . . The book, as a wkole, is the most impcrtani addition 
made to our Arctic literature for a long <mm."— Athbmaum. 

Crown 8vo, doth, full gilt, 71. 6d, 

Latter-Day Lyrics : 

Poems of Sentiment and Reflection by Living Writers ; selected and 
arranged, with Notes, by W. Davenport Adams. With a Note on 
some Foreign Forms of Verse, by Austin Dobson. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, full gilt, 6r. 

Leigh's A Town Garland. 

By Henry S. Leigh, Author of "Carols of Cockayne." 
'*// ilfr. LtigKs verse survive to a future generation — and there is no reason 
wk¥ that honour should not be accorded productions so deUcate, so finished, and so 
fuu of humour — their author will probably be remembered as the Poet ^ the 
Strand, .... Very whimsically does Mr, Leigh treat the subjects which com- 
mend themselves to him. His verse is alwc^s admirable in rhythm, and his 

rhymos are happy enough to deurve a place oy the beet of Barham The 

tnHre contents 0/ the volume are equaUy noteworthy for humour and/or datntt- 
neee ofworhmanship,'*'^ATHKUJEVM, 

Second Edition. — Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 6s, 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly BiologioaL 

By Andrew Wilson, F.R.S.E., Lecturer on Zoology wad Compara^ 

tive Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical School. 
**// is well when we can take up the work of a really qualified investigator^ 
who in the intervals of his more serious professional labours sets himself to imP»ri 
knowledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and instruct, 
with no danger of misleading the tyro in natural science. Such a work is tksM 
little volume^ made up of essays and addresses written and delivered by Dr, 
Andrew IVilson, lecturer and examiner in Kief tee at Edinburgh and Glasgow, eU 
letisuf^ intervals in a busy professional life, . , . Dr. IVilson' spaces teem with 
matter stimulating to a healthy love (ff science and a reverence for the truths 
o f <ia/w>y.*'— Saturday Rbvibw. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7J. 6^. 

Life in London; 

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the 
whole of Cruikshank's Illustrations, in Colours, after the OriginaJa, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6r. 

Lights on the Way : 

Some Tales within a Tale. Bv the late J. H. Alexander, B.A. 
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by H. A. Page, Author of 
«• Tboreau : A Study." 
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Crown 8to, doth eztra, with lUustratioiis, 71. 6d, 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. 

Indnding "Outre Mcr," "Hyperion," " Kavanagh," "The Poete 
and Poetry of Europe," and '* Driftwood." With Portrait and lUas- 
trations by Valentine Bromley. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7J. 6d, 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. With numerous 
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5*. 

Lunatic Asylunii My Experiences in a. 

By a Sane Patient. 

" The story is clever and tnttrtsHng^ tad heyttid measure ikowth the mhject 
%0* There is no personal bitterness, and no violence or anger. Whatever may 
heeoe been the evidence for our author's madness when he was consigned to an 
rn^lurn, nothing can be clearer than his sanity when he wrote this booh; it is 
bright, cabn, and to the point.** — Spkctatoil 

Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page Plates, doth boards, i8j. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian verse by Robert Ffrench Duff, 
Knight Commander of the Portuguese Royal Order of Christ. 

Macqiioid (Mrs.)^ Works by: 

In the Ardennes. By Katharine S. Macquotd. With 

46 Bne Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Uniform with "Pictures 
and Legends." Square 8vo, doth extra, los. 6d, \Nearly ready. 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 

Katharine S. Macquoid. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. 

Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, xof. td, 

•• Mr, and Mrs. Macquoid have been strolling in Normandy and Brittany, 

and the result of their observations and researches in that ficiuresque land 

of romantic associations is an attractive volume, which is neither a worh of 

travel nor a collection of stories t but a booh partaking almost in equal degree 

of each of these characters, , . . The illustrations, which are numerous 

are draivn, as a rule, with remarkable delicacy as well as with true artistic 

feeling.** — Daily News. 

Through Normandy. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

90 Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7^. 6^. 
**One of the few books which can be read as apiece of literature, whilst at 
the same time handy in the knapsack,**— British Quarterly Review. 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 
numerous Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Square 8vo^ doth 
extra, js. 6d. 

^ •• The pleasant companionship which Mrs. Macquoid offers, while wander^ 

ingfrom one point of interest to another, seems to throw a renewed charm 

around each of t-dypicted scene.*' — Morning Post. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with IllustratioQS, as, 6d, 

Madre Natura v. The Moloch of Fashion. 

By Luke Limner. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. Fourth 
Edition, revised and enlarged. 
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Handsomely printed in facsimilft, prioe 5f. 

Ma.gna Charta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Docoment in the British Moseam, 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 9 feet long by a feet wide, with the 
Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gom and Colours. 

Small 8vo, u.; doth extra, zj. 6^. 

Milton's The Hygiene of the Skin. 

A Concise Set of Rules for the Management of the Skin ; with Direc- 
tions for Diet, Wines, Soaps. Baths, &c. By J. L. Milton, Senior 
Surgeon to St. John's Hospital. 

By the same Author, 
The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. Sm. 8vo, u.; cl. extra, ij.6^. 

MaUock's (W. H.) Works : 

Is Life Worth Liying P By William Hurrsll Mallock. 

New Edition, crown 8vo, doth extra, 6f. \Ngurly ready, 

** Thi$ deeply inter esting volume It U ike mott powerful vin- 
dication ofreUgian^ both natural and revealed^ that has appeared tince Bishop 
Butler wrote t andie much more useful than either the Analogy or the Ser- 
mons of that great divine, as a nfutaHon qf the peculiar form assusnedhy 
the inndeUty of the present day, .... Deeply philosophical €U the bo^ 
ist there is not a heavy page in it. The writer u * possessed; so to speak, 
with his great subject , has sounded its depths, surveyed it in all its extenim 
and brought to bear on it all the resources of a vivid, rich, astd impassioned 
style, as well as an adequate acquaintance with the science, the philosopky, 
and the literature tfthe day^^—lxisvL Daily News. 

The New Bepubllo ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country House. By Wiujam Hurkbll Mallock. Chbaf 
Edition, in the " Mayfair Library." Post 8vo, cloth limp, m. ftd. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. Bj 
William Hurrell Mallock. Cheap Edition, in the *'Mayfidr lT- 
brary.** Post 8vo, cloth limp, ax. &/. 

Poems. By W. H. Mallock. Small 4to, bound in parchment, 8/. 

Mark Twain's Works: ~~ 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected 

throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, is. 6d, 

The AdventoireB of Tom Sawyer. By Mark Twain. With 

zooIUustrations. Small 8vo, cl. ex., fs. 6d, Cheap Edition, illust, boards, sr. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Europe : The Innocents 

Abroad, and The New Pilgrim's Progress; By Mark Twain. Post 8vo^ 
illustrated boards, as. 

An Idle llzcursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ax. 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 Illustrations. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js, 6d. 
'* The fun and tenderness of the conception, of which no living man but 
Mark Twain is capable, its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
feeling for animals that is manifest in every line, make oj all this episode oj 
yim Baker and his jays a piece of work that is not only delightful as mere 
reading, but also of a high degree of merit as literature. . . . TAe book is 
full of good things, and contains passages and episodes that are equal to the 
funniest of those that have gone before,** — ^Athbn^um. 
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PostBvo. cloth limp, ax. 6<^ per vol, 

Mayfisdr Library, The: 



The New BepnbUa ByW.H. 

Majulock. 
The New Paul and Virginia. 

By W. H. Maixock. 

The Tme History of Joahna 
Davidson. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Old Stories Be-told. By Walter 
Thornbusy. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. 

By H. A. Pagb. 

By Stream and Sea. By Wil- 
liam Senios. 

Jeoz d'Esprit Edited by Henry 
S. Lbigh. 

Poniana. By the Hon. Hugh 

ROWLBY. 

More Poniana. By the Hon. 

Hugh Rowi.ky. 
Puck on Pegasus. By H. 

Choi^mondbuey-Pennbll. 



*»* Othtr Vabtmet are in ^reparaiioiu 



Muses Of Mayfair. Edited by 
H. Cholmomoklby.Pbnnbll. 

Qastronomy as a Fine Art. By 
Bkili^t-Savakin. [best. 

Original FUys. By W. S. GiL- 

Carols of Oookayne. By Henry 
S. Leigh. 

The Speeches of Charles 

Dickens. With Chapters on Dickens 
as a Letter- Writer, Poet, and Public 
Reader. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, 

Follies, and Frolics. By William 

T. DOBSON. 

Pencil and Palette : Being Per- 
sonal Anecdotes chiefly of Contem- 
porary Painters, with Gossip about 
Pictures Lost, Stolen, Forged, and 
Discovered ; also Great Picture Sales. 
A Book for Artists and Lovers of Art. 
By RoBBRT Kbmpt. {Nearty teady. 



New Novels. 



OUIDA'S NEW NOVEL. 



PIPISTRBLLO, and other Stories. By OaiDA. Crown 8vo. 

cloth extra, z6f . 6d. 

yAMES PAVN'S NEW NOVEL, 
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. By Tames Payn. With 12 
Illustrations by Arthur Hopkins. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 
CHARLES GIBBON'S NEW NOVEL. 
IN PASTURES GREEN, and other Stories. By Charles 
Gibbon. Crown 8vo, doth extra, zof. 6d. 

NEW NOVEL BY JULIAN HA WTHORNE. 
ELLIOE QUENTIN, and other Stories. By Julian Haw- 
thorne. Two Vols., crown 8vo. 

MR. FRANCILLON*S NEW NOVEL. 

QUEEN COPHETUA. By R. E. Francillon. Three Vols., 

crown 8vo. X Nearly ready. 

MRS. HUNT'S NEW NOVEL. ^ ' 

THE LEADEN CASKET. By Mrs. Alfred W. Hunt. 

Three Vols., crown 8vo. \^Nearly ready. 

NEW NOVEL BY MRS. LINTON. 

THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Three Vols., crown 8vo. {.Just ready. 

NEW WORK BV OUIDA. 
A NEW WORK BY OUIDA is now in the press. Two Vols,, 
crown Svo. 
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Small 8vo» cloth limp, with Illustrations. 21. 6^. 

Miller's Physiology for the Young; 

Or, The House of Life : Human Physiology, with its Applications to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Popular Reading. 
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. Fenwick Miller. 
** An admirahU itttrcductioH to a subttct tuhich all whs value health and enjo^ 
life ehsuld have at their finger^ endt^—JLcao, 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 91. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. COMYNS Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldbcott. 

" A delight/ulbooh, of a hind which is far tee rare. If anyone wants to realfy 

knew the North IteUian/olh, we can honestly adviu him to omit the journey, and 

sit dewn to read Mrs, Carr* s pages instead, • . . Descriptien with Mrs, Carr 

is a real gift, . . . It is rarely that a hook is so happily illustrated** "Qxyti' 

TEMPORARY RnVIgW. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price df. per VoL 

Old DramatistSi The: 

Ben Jonson't Works. 

With Notes, Cridcal and Explanatory, 
and a Biographical Memoir by Wil- 
liam GiFPORD. Edited by Colonel 
Cunningham. Three Vols. 



Ohapman'fl Works. 

Now First Collected. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays 
complete, including the doubtful ones; 
Vol. II. the Poems and Minor Trans- 
lations, with an Introductory Essay 



by Algbrnon Charlbs Swinburnb. 
Vol. III. the Translations of the Iliad 
and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. 

Including his Translations. Edited, 
with Notes and Introduction, by Col. 
Cunningham. One Vol. 
Massinger's Plays. 
From the Text of William Gifford. 
With the addition of the Tragedy of 
" Believe as you List." Edited by 
Col. Cunningham. One Vol. 



Crown 8vo, red doth extra, 5T. each. 

Otdda's Novels.— Library Edition. 



Held in Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Ohandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

IdaUa. 

OecU Oastlemalne. 

Triootrln. 

Puck. 

Folle F^Mne. 



By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 
By OuiDA. 



Dog of Flanders. 
PasoareL 



By OUIDA. 
By OuiDA. 



Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 



Signa. 

In a Winter Oity. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 



By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 



*,* Also a Cheap Edition 01' all but the last, post 8vo. illustrated boards, 
ftf. each. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, \s, 6d, 

Parliamentary Procedurei A Popular Hand- 

book of. By Hbnry W. Lucy. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, with Portrait and Illustrations, 7s, 6d, 

Poe's Choice Prose and Poetical Works. 

With Baudblairb's " Essay." 
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Crown 8vo, carefully printed on creamy paper, and tastefully bound 
in cloth for the Library, price 3^. 6d» each. 

Piccadilly Novels^ The. 

BBADT-MONET MORTIBOT. By W. Besant and Jambs Rick. 
MT IiITTLE GIRL. By W. Besant and James Rice. 
THE CASE OF MR. LUORAFT. By W. Besant and James Rick. 
THIS SON OF VXTLOAN. By W. Besant and James Rice. 
WITH HARP AND OROWN. By W. Besant and James Rick. 
THE G-OLDEN BUTTERFLT. By W. Besant and James Rick. 

With a Frontispiece by F. S. Walksr. 

BT OELIA'S ARBOUR By W. Besant and James Rick. 
THE MONKS OF THELEMA. By W. Besant and James RiCK. 
'TWAS IN TRAFALGAR'S BAT. By W. Besant & James Rick. 
THE SEAMY SIDE. By Walter Besant and James Rice. 

ANTONINA. By WiLKiE Collins. Illustrated by Sir J. Gilbert 

and Alfrbd Concanbn. 

BASIL. By WiLKiE COLLINS. Illustrated by Sir John Gilbert 

and J. Mahonby. 

HIDE AND SEEK. By WiLKiB CoLLiNS. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and J. Mahonby. 

THE DEAD SECRET. By WiLKiB COLUNS. Illustrated by Sii 
John Gilbert and H. Furniss. 

QUEEN OF HEARTS. By WiLKiE Collins. Illustrated by Sii 

John Gilbert and A. Concanen. 
MT MISCELLANIES. By WiLKiE COLLINS. With Steel Por- 

txait, and Illustrations by A. Concanen. 
THE WOMAN IN WHITE. By WiLKiE Collins. Illustrated 

by Sir J. Gilbert and F. A. Fraser. 
THE MOONSTONE. By WiLKlB COLLINS. Illustrated by G. 

D\3 Mauribr and F. A. Fraser. 
MAN AND WIFE. By WiLKiE Collins, niust. by Wm. Small. 

POOR MtSS FINCH. By WiLKiE COLLINS. Illustrated by G. 
Du Mauribr and Edward Hughes. 

MISS OR MRS. P By WiLKiE COLLINS. Illustrated by S. L. 
FiLDBs and Henry Woods. 

THE NEW MAG-DALEN. By WiLKiE COLLINS. Illustrated by 
G. Du Maurier and C. S. Rbinhart. 

THE FROZEN DEEP. By WiLKiE COLLINS. Blnstrated by G. 
Du Mauribr and J. Mahonby. 

THE LAW AND THE LADT. By WiLKiB CoLLiNS. Illus- 
trated by S. L. Fildbs and Sydney Halu 

THE TWO DESTINIES. By Wilkie Collin^ 
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Piccadilly '^ovv.u&— continued. 

THB HAUNTIiD HOTSSIj. By Wilkie Collins. Illastrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
THO FALLEN LEAVES. By Wilkib Collins. 
JEZEBEL'S DAUQHTER. By Wilkie Collins. 
DEOErTERS EVER. By Mrs. H. Lovett Cameron. 
JULIET'S GK7ARDIAN. By Mrs. H. Lovett Cameron. Hint- 

trated by Valkntinb Bromlby. 
FBLIOIA. By M. Betham-Edwards. Frontispiece by W. Bowles. 
OLYMPIA. By R. E. Francillon. 
QARTH. By Julian Hawthorne. 
IN LOVE AND WAR. By Charles Gibbon. 
WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY P By Charles Gibbon. 
FOR THE SING. By Charles Gibbon. 
IN HONOUR BOUND. By Charles Gibbon. 

QUEEN OF THE MEADOW. By Charles Gibbon. Ulus- 

trated by Arthur Hopkins. 
UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By Thomas Hardy. 
THORNIOROFT'S MODEL. By Mrs. A. W. Hunt. 
FATED TO BE FREE. By Jean Ingelow. 
CONFIDENCE. By Henry James, Jun. 
THE QUEEN OF OONNAUGHT. By Harriett jAY, 
THE DARK COLLEEN. By Harriett Jay. 
NUMBER SEVENTEEN. By Henry Kingslsy. 

OAKSHOTT CASTLE. By Henry Kingsley, With a Frontis« 
piece by Shirley Hodsom. 

PATRICIA KEMBATiIi. By E. Lynn Linton. With a Fiontif- 
pieoeby G. Du Mauribr. 

THE ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. By E. LYNN 
Linton. With a Frontispiece by Hbnrv Woods. 

THE WORLD WELL LOST. By E. Lynn Linton. lUustrated 

by J. Lawson and Hbnry Frbnck. 
UNDER WHICH LORD P By E. Lynn Linton. 
WITH A SILKEN THREAD. By E. Lynn Linton. 
THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS. By Justin McCarthy. 
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER. By JasTiN McCarthy. 
UNLET ROCHFORD. By Justin McCarthy. 
A FAIR SAXON. By Justin McCarthy. 
DEAR LADT DISDAIN. By Justin McCarthy. 

MISS MISANTHROPE. By Justin McCarthy. Illastrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
DONNA QUIXOTE. By Justin McCarthy. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 

LOST ROSE. By Katharine S. Macquoid. 
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190 THB LEABEK CASKET. 

^I dare say not ; you perhaps had not the 
opportoni^ of seang her, but you beheve the 
low gossp she put in her letter. You are in- 
flaeDoed against me by a servant — and yet you 
know what she hinted at is untrue. The law 
proved it to be so. Your poor mother — ^I do 
not widi to pain you by speaking ill of her — 
was veiy giddy and unprincipled.' 

Olive was goaded to the last pitch of endu- 

lanoe. Fes' a moment she looked almost 

IHteously in Lady Broc^e's £eu^. The words 

* Leave me, I entreat you, or you will drive me 

to say idiat I ought not,' were on her lips ; but 

La^ Brooke's &ce was hard as iron, and she 

added, * Her conduct nearly killed yourfitther.' 

Olive sprang to her feet, opened a drawer 

in a cabinet, took out a small packet^ and 

cried, * Don't repeat that lie again V You have 

said it very often to me. Whatever was done 

to hurt my fiither was done by you — ^you have 

nather heart nor conscience. This parcel is 

yours— take it and go, and never come near 

me again!' And as Olive spoke she pushed 

towaids Lady Brooke a small packet — ^not for 

worlds would she have encountered the risk of 
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Outside the pss^icK 

ponnds of Imcrlcj.kxj 

Deanham fcr ;2« ik (e itr 

reddii^at^ MLlberr 

whkh Ibrr Gardiacr £ ^, 

that she kzKrv^ tba: r ir» *»^^ 

(Mire Lad no: jmaio^'* t — 1=. • 
Brooke LeneiiL-fflK: jaii ikk- - 
her; heaoe :ak lane fic^tfa^j^ ^^.'^ * 
lady Roofe aaaec vi^i ^ j^ .""""' 
tamed vox psifc. ::ia_ 5. . ^ ^ 
piteoudy at 0^ ant auL I , "^ 
MaiyGariMT? S»£ial^:aac- *^ 

'IlBiTCsBttLE.inr:i«ar. j«.5_ 
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'ItisiKCtmtaarM-, * * ''" 
Hannah Deariatti ^mit ^ ^ "^ 

rdied on » Lg- Me ^ ~ • *- 

'IhavefcK^-leaav-jfj,^ , 
meachof,d«iaL.c^,^.^ -*-^ . 
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Piccadilly Novkls — continued, . 
TH£ EVIL BYE, and other Stories. By Kathaxins S. Mac- 

QuoiD. Illustrated by Thomas R. Macquoid and Pbrcy "ViKtiQjafXD. 
OPIUM 1 SESAME I By Florknck Marryat. lUostrated by 

F. A. Fraskr. 
TOUOB AND GO. By JsAN MiDDLSMASS. 
WHITELADIES. By Mrs. OUPHANT. With Illustrations by A. 

Hopkins and H. Woods. 
TH£i BfiST OF HUSBANDS. By Jamss Payn. Blustiated by 

J. MovR Smith. 
FAI^LEN FORTUNES. By Jam BS Payn. 
HALVES. By James Payn. With a Frontispiece by J. Mahoniy. 
WALTER'S WORD. By James Payn. Illust. by J. Moyr Smith. 
WHAT HE OOST HER. ByjAMBS Payn. 
LESS BLACK THAN WE'RE PAINTED. By James Payn. 
BY PROXY. By James Payn. Illustrated by Arthur Hopkins. 
UNDER ONE ROOF. By James Payn. 
HIGH SPIRITS. By James Payn. 
HER MOTHER'S DARLING. By Mrs. J. H. RiDDBLL. 
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. By John Saunders. 
GUY WATERMAN. By John Saunders. 
ONE AGAINST THE WORLD. By John Saunders. 
THE LION IN THE PATH. By John Saunders. 
THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. By Anthony Trollope. Utast* 
THE AMERICAN SENATOR. By Anthony Trollops. 
DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. By T. A. Trollope. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, sj. each. 

Popular Novels^ Cheap Editions of. 

[WiLKiB Collins' Novels and Bbsant and Ricb's Novels may also be had a 
doth limp at 9», 6d. Set, too, the Piccadilly Novels, for Library Editum»S\ 

By Cellars Arbour. By Walter 

Brsant and Jambs Rice. 
'Twas in TrafeOgar's Bay. By 

Walter Bbsant and Jambs Ricb. 
Juliet's Guardian. By Mrs. H. 

LovBTT Cameron. 
Surly Tim. By F. H. Burnett. 
The Cure of Souls. By Mac* 

LAREN Cobban. 
The Woman in White. By 

WiLKiB Collins. 

Antonina. By Wilkie Collins. 
Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 
Hide and Seek. By the same. 



Maid, Wife, or Widow P By 

Mrs. Alexander. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By 
Walter Bbsant and James Rice. 

The Golden Butterfly. By Au- 
thors of " Ready-Money Mortiboy." 

This Son of Vulcan. By the same. 

My Little GirL By the same. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. By 

Authors of "Ready-MoneyMortiboy." 

With Harp and Crown. By 

Authors o'**Ready-MoneyMortiboy.^ 

The Moi/Ks of Thelema. By 
Walter Sesant and Jambs Ricb. 
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Popular Novels — continued. 

The Queen of Hearts. By 

WiLKiB Collins. 
The Dead Secret. By the same. 
My Misoellanies. By the same. 
The Moonstone. By the same. 
Man and Wife. By the same. 
Poor Miss Finch. By the same. 
Miss or Mrs. P By the same. 
TheNewMagdalen. By the same. 
The Frozen Deep. By the same. 

The Law and the Lady. By 

WiLKiB Collins. 
The Two Destinies. By Wilkix 

COLUNS. 

The Haunted Hotel. ByWiLKis 

Collins. 
Rozy. By Edward Eggleston. 
Feliola. M. Bxtham-Edwards. 
Filthy Lucre. By Albany ini. 

FONBLANQUB. 

Olympla. By R. E. Francillon. 

Dick Temple. By James 

Grbbnwood. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hakdy. 
An Heiress of Bed Dog. By 

Brbt Hartb. 

The Luck of Roaring Oamp. 

By BsBT Hartb. 
Gabriel Conroy. B&et Harts. 

Fated to be Free. By Jean 

Ingblow. 
Oonfidence. By Henry James, 

Jun. 

The Queen of Oonnaught. By 
Harribtt Jay. 

The Dark OoUeen. By Har- 
ribtt Jay. 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 

KiNGSLBY. 

Oakshott Oastle. By the s ^me. 

Patricia Eemball. By E. I.ynn 
Linton. 

TheAtonement of LeamDundas 
By £. Lynn Linton. 



The World Well Lost- By E. 
Lynn Linton, 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
My Bnemy's Daughter. Do. 
Linley Roohford. By the same. 
A Fair Saxon. By the same. 
DearLady Disdain. By the same. 
Miss Misanthrope. By Justin 

McCarthy. 
Lost Rose. By Katharine S. 

Macquoid. 
The Evil Eye. By Katharine 

S. Macquoid. 
Open! Sesame 1 By Florence 

Masryat. 
Whiteladies. Mrs. Ouphant. 
Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida. 
Ghandos. By Ouida. 
Under Two Flags. By Ouida. 
Idalia. By Ouida. 
Cecil Castlemaine. By Ouida. 
Tricotrin. By Ouida. 
Puck. By Ouida. 
FoUe Farine. By Ouida. 
Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 
Pasoarel. By Ouida. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. By 
Ouida. 

Signa. By Ouida. 

In a Winter City. By Ouida. 

Ariadne. By Ouida. 

Fallen Fortunes. By J. Payn, 

Halves. By James Payn. 

What He Oost Her. By ditto. 

By Proxy. By James Payn. 

Less Black than We're Fainted. 

By Jambs Payn. 
The Best of Husbands. Do. 
Walter's Word. By J. Payn. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. 
By Edgar A Pob. 
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PoFfTLAR Novels— f«»f/i*iff«A/. 
Ear Mother's Darling. By Mrs. 

J. H. RiDDSXX. 

GssUght and Daylight By 

Gbosgb Augu stus Sai.a. 
Bound to the WheeL By John 

Saumdbss. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders. 
One Against the World. By 

John Saundbks. 
The Lion In the Path. By John 

and Kathbrinb Saundbks. 
Tales for the Marines. By 

Waltbr Thoknbuby. 



By 
By 
By 



The Way we Live Now. 

Anthony Tkollopb. 
The American Senator. 

Amthont Tkollopb. 

Diamond Out Diamond. 

T. A. Tbollopb. 

An Idle ISxoursion. By Mark 

Twain. 

Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

By Mauc Twain. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Oonti- 
nent of Europe, fiy Mark Twaik. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, is, each. 
/eff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret Hartx. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harts. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By Julian Hawthorns. 
Kathleen Mavoumeen. By the Author of ** That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's Luok. By the Author of <' That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By Author of <* That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, dr. 

Planche.—Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 

By J. R. Planche. Edited, with an Introduction, by his Daughter, 
Mrs. Mackarness. [In the press. 

Two Vols. 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, zor. &/. 

Plutaroh's Lives of lUustrioxis Men. 

Translated firom the Greek, with Notes, Critical and Historical, and a 
I jfe of Plutarch, by John and William Langhorns. New Edi- 
tion, with Medallion Portraits. 

Crown 8vO| cloth extra, 71. 6^. 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

By James A. Farrer. 

" A book which is nally both insiruciivi and amnsing:, and which wiUcptu m 
nno field of thovght to many readers,"— -Athkhjbvu. 

"Ah admirable example of the oMlicatiom qf the scientijic method emd tkd 
working o/the truly scientific spirit.^-^SATVKDAY Rkvibw. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, $s, 6d, 

Prince of Argolis^ The : 

A Story of the Old Greek FauyTime. By J. Moyr Smith. With 
Z30 Illustrations by the Author. 
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Proctor's (R. A.) Works: 

Easy Star Lessons for Young Learners. With Star Maps for 

Every Night in the Year, Drawings of the Constellatiozis, &c. By Richard 
A. Pkoctor. CroMm 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. [/« preparation. 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. By Rich. A. Proctor, 

Author of " Other Worlds than Ours," &c Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6«. 

Pleasant Ways In Soienoe. By Richard A. Proctor. 

Crown 8yo, doth extra, 6f . 

Boogh Ways made Smooth : A Series of Familiar Essays on 
Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Pkoctor. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6x. 

Our Flaoe among Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting 
our Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. By 
Richard A. Proctor. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6f . 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series of Essays on the Wonden 
of the Firmament. By Richard A. Proctor. Crown Svo, doth, 6r. 

Wages and Wants of Soienoe Workers. By Richard A. 

Proctor. Crown Svo, xt. 6d* 

"Mr, Proctor, <if all writtrt of our ttmi, iest conformt to MaWum 
Arnold* t conception of a man of ctMurOf in that he strives to Auntamte 
knowledge and divest it of whatewr is AarsA, crude, or technical^ and m 
makes it a sourco of kappineu and brightnost for all," — Wbstminstbr 
RsviKW. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, gilt, js, 6d. 

Pursuivant of Arms, The; 

or. Heraldry founded upon Facts. A Popular Ghiide to the Sdence of 
Heraldry. By J. R. Planchb, Somerset Herald. With Coloured 
Frontispiece, Plates, and soo Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d» 

Rabelais' Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
numerous characteristic Illustrations by Gustave Dorb. 
" ffis buffoonery was not merely Brutu^s rough skin, which contained a rod 
' gold: it was necessary as an am$Uet against the monks and legates; and 
^ must be classed with the greatest creative minds in the world—with Skakg- 
^eare, with Dante, and with Cervantes,** --%, T. Coleridge. 



t 



Crown Svo, doth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, 71. 6^. 



Rambosson's Astronomy. 

By J. Rambosson, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated 
by C. B. Pitman. Profusely Illustrated. 

Square Svo, doth extra, gilt, xoi. td, 

Rimmer's Our Old Country Towns. 

Described by Pen and Pencil. With over 50 Illustrations by Alfrbo 
RiMMER. [/» preparation 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, dr. 

Richardson's (Dr.) A Ministry of Health, 

and other Papers. By Benjamin Wasd Richardson, M.D., &c. 

" ThU k^ekfy intgrtsHng volumi contatMS n^>mards of nine addressti, ntritien 
ki tJu author swtll-knovmstyUt and full of gr€ata$uL good thenghU, . . . Tko 
work is, Uko all those of tho author, that of a man of genius, of great pofmtr^ of 
fx^orionco, andnobU indopendenee ofthoughtJ'^VowtAii Scibncb Rbtxbw. 

Handsomely printed, price 5r: 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The ; 

or, A List of the Principal Warriers who came over from Normandy 
with William the Conqueror, and Settled in this Coontxy, A.D. 1066^. 
Printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet by two, with the prin- 
cipal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 

Two Vols., large 4to, profusely Illustrated, half-morocco, £a z6x. 

Rowlandson, the Caricatnrist. 

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famotis 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of his Life, Times, and Contemporaries. 
With nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals. By 
Joseph Grego, Author of "James Gillray, the Caricaturist ; his Life, 
Works, and Times." 

"Mr, Grege^s excellent account of the worhs of Thomas Rowlandson . . 
iUustrated with some 400 spirited, accurate, and clever transcripts from his 
designs. . . . The thanks of all who carejor what is original and personal in 
art are due to Mr. Grego for the pains he has been at, and the titne he has ex- 
pended, in the preparation of this very pieetsant, viry careful, and adequate 
memorial.** 'Pall Mall Gazbttb. 



Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, 4/. 6d, each. 

" Secret Out" Series, The. 

Magiolan'fl Own Book : 



The PyroteclmiBt't Treasury; 

or. Complete Art of Making Fire- 
works. By Thomas Kbntish. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

The Art of AmuBlng : 

A Collection of Graceful Arts, Game% 
Tricks, Puzxles, and Charades. By 
Frank Brllew. 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky : 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand. 
Edited by W. H. Crbmbr. 200 Illus- 
trations. 

The Merry Circle : 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara Bbllbw. 
Many Illustrations. 



Performances with Cups and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats. Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from Actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H« Crbmbr. aoo Illustrations. 

Maglo No Mystery : 
Tricks with Cards; Dice, Balls, &a, 
with fally descriptive Directions ; the 
Art of Secret Writing ; Training of 
Performing Animals, &c. Coloured 
Frontisi»itoe and many Illustration»- 

The Secret Out : 

One Thousand TVickswIth Cards^ and 
other Recreation) ; with Entertamlng 
Experiments in Drawing-room oc 
"White Magic." By W. if. Crbmbt 
300 Engravings. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHATTO <y WINDUS, PICCADILLY. 27 

Crown 8yo, cloth extra, fix. 

Senior's Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By William 
Sbnior ('*Red Spinner"), Author of '* Stream and Sea." 

••/» tvery wa^ a ka^ production, . . , What Tttrtur 9ffecUd in colour om 
cumnu, Mr. Semor may be Moid to effect by the force of a practical mmd, in Itm* 
guaee that is magnificently descriptive , on his subject. There is in both painter 
andufriter the same magical combination of idealism and realism^ and the same 
hMTty appreciation/or all that is sublime and pathetic in natural scenery. Thai 
there is an undue share of travel to the nusnber of trout caught is certainly not 
Mr, Seniof»s fault; but the comparative scarciti^ of the prince of Askes it 
adeguately atoned for, in that the writer was led pretty well trough all the 
glorious scenery of the antipodes in quest of him, . . . So great is the charm aetd 
the freshneu and the oHlify of the booh, that it it hard to put it down when once 
taken ne^."— Homb News. 

Shakespeare : 

Sliakespeare. The First Folio. Mr. William Srakkspxark's 

Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published acciording to the true 
Originall Cofues. London, Printed by Isaac Iaggako and £d. Bu>umt, 
1693.— A Reproduction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimilo 
by a pbotographic proces»— ensuring the strictest accuracy in every detiuL 
SMudl 8to, Ealt-Roxinughe, zot. &^ 

" To Mettrt, Chmtto emd Windms belongs ike merit ^havbsgdone more 
tofaeiUiate the eriticed ttmdy qf the text of our great dratnaiui than all the 
Shakespeare clubs and todetie* put together, A complete facsimile of the 
ceMn^ed First Folio edtHon of 1623 for ha^-a-gmnea it mi once a miracle of 
cheapneu and enterprite. Being in a reduced form, ike fype is necestariU 
rather ditninutioet but it is as distinct as in a genuine copy of the orighuu^ 
aeul will be found to beat meful and far more handy to ike tiudeni ikon ike 
laiier,**'-'ATmmMOU. 

Shakespeare, The Lansdowne. Beautifully printed in red 

and bUick, in small but very clear tvpe. With engraved facrimila of 
Drobshout's Portrait. Post 8vo, doth extra, js. 6d, 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales ttom Shakespeare. By 

Charles and Mary Lamb, l^th numerous Illustrations, coloured aad 
plain, by J. Moyr Sioth. Crown 4to, doth gilt, zor. 6A 

Shakespeare Musio, The Handbook ol Being an Account of 
Three Hundred and ^ifty Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the 
Plays and Poems of Shakespeare, the compositions ranging from the BUsai' 
bethanAge to the Present Time. ByALFRBD Roffb. 4to,half-RozlNu:ghft^ 
7* 

Shakespeare, A Study of. By Alosrnon Charles Swin* 

BURNB. Crown 8vo, doti^ extra, 8«. 



Crown 8yo, doth extra, gilt, with 10 full-page Tinted Illustrations, yi. 6d^ 

Sheridan's Complete WorkSj 

with Life and Anecdotes. Induding his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Erose and Poetry, Transla- 
tions, Speeches, Jokes, Puns. &c. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana. 
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Crown 8vo, doth extra, 91. 

Stedman's Victorian Poets : 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarbncs Stbdman. 
'* fr# ottghi to bt thankful to thou wko do critical work with amioUnt ikill 
xMd wtdcrttaniing, Mr. Sitdman dcstrvoi the thanks of Sngluh scholart; 
. . . he$i/a$t\/ul,ttitdio$u,andditc*min£.**^SArvRDAvR mviKW. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6d, 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes of the People 

of England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. With 140 
Illustrations. Edited by William Honb. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6d, 

Swift's Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps in th e Original Edition of "Gulliver's Travels." 

Swinburne's Works : 

The Queen Mother and Bosa. 

mond. Fcap. 8vo, 5/. 

Atalanta in Oalydon. 

A New Edition. Crown 8vo, 6t, 

Ohastelard. 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, y#. 

Poems and Ballads. 

First Sbribs. Fcap. 8vo, 9^. Also 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

PoemB and Ballade. 
Sbcond Series. Fcap.8vo, 9^. Alto 
tn crown 8vo, at same price. 

Notes on "Poems and Bal- 

lads.»' 8vo,x*. 

William Blake : 

A Critical Essay. With Facsbnile 
Paintings. Demy 8vo, t6s. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Crown 8vo, xof. 6d. 

NEIV VOLUME OF POEMS BY MR, SWINBURNE, 
Crown 8to, cloth extra, js, 

studies in Song. By Algernon Charles Swinburne. 

Contents ;— Song for the Centenary of Walter Savage Lander— Off Shore— 
Af^er Nine Years— For a Portrait of Felice Orsini— Evening on the Broads— The 
Emperor's Progress— The Resurrection of Alalia— The Fourteenth of July— A 
Parting Song— By the North Sea.— &c. [/» ths press. 

Medium 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 6d, 

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours, 

in Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, and in Search 
' **"'" "''*** the whole of Rowlandson's droll page lUustia- 
' Life of the Author by J, C. Hotten, 



Bothwell : 
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 12s, 6dL 

George Ohapman: 

An Essay. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Songs of Two Nations. 

Crown 8vo, 6s, 

Essays and Studies. 

Crown 8vo, xzs, 
Ereohtheus : 
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Note of an EngUsh Republloan 

on the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, xs. 

A Note on Oharlotte Bronta. 

Crown 8vo, 6s, 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown 8vo, 81. 
Songs of the Spring-Tides. Cr. 

8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
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Four Vols, small 8vo, doth boazds, 301. 

Taine's History of English Literature. 

Translated by Hbnrt Van Laun. 
^^ Also a Popular Edition, in Two Vols, crown Sto, cloth extra, 15^. 

Crown 8vo. cloth gilt, profusely Illustrated, 6; . 

Tales of Old Thnle. 

Collected and lUustiated by J. Mont Smith. 
"// U not often that wo meet with a volumo of fairy talet potuttingmorofiUlf 
ik» douhlo recommenelation of ahMorbing interest and puritv of tone than doot tko 
mo before no containing a collection of ' Talee qf Old Thule* Thou como, U 
tay tko loatt, nearfuffiUing the idea of perfect worhs of the kind; a$»d tho iUuO' 
tration* with which the volume it emoelkskod are equaify exeelleni. . . . Wo 
commend the booh toparenit and teachort at an etdmirelhU gift to their childrem 
eutdpftpilt.**^lArviLAK<i Wosld. 

One VoL crown 8vo, doth extra, 7/. 6d, 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

•• Clancarty." "Jeanne Dare," •• 'Twixt Axe and Crown," "The Fool's 
Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife," " Anne Bolcyn," " Plot and Passion." 
%* Tlie Plajs nay also ba had separately, at Is. eadL 

Crown Sto, cloth extra, with Coloured Frontispiece and numerous 
lUustratioDS, 7/. 6d, 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and Anecdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches bf 

William Makepbacb Thackeray, depicting Humorous Inddents 

in his School-life, and Favourite Characters in the books of his evenr- 

day reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings, fararimfled torn 

Mr. Thackeray's Original Drawings. 

'*/# would have boon a real lott to bibliogrt^hical ttttrmimo keid to^yrigki 

McmUUt deprived the general public of this very amnting eoHoetioH. Ome of 

Tkachorayt habits, from hit schoolboy aaytt wat to ornament tko maogitu and 

btmtk Paget of the booht he had in ute with caricature ittuttraiiont ^ their 

comUuii, Tha gave tPociai vabte to the tale of hit Ubrary, anditai$nott cemto 

for regrti that it couid not have been preterved in itt integrity. Thackeray t 

place m UtOHtiuot it oudnont enough to have made tkit an intorott to ,^$tu9e 

gononUiofU. T%o auony m o u t editor hat done the bett that ho couid to dmnpen- 

taiofor tko iaeh of this, /titan admirable addendum^ not onjy to kit eoiiected 

workt, but aUo to any memoir of him that hat been, or that it Hkoiy U be, 

flVr&AM."— BXITISH QUAKTBXLV RSVIBW. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 7/. 6d, 

Thombury's (Walter) Haunted London. 

A New Edition, edited by Edward Walford, M.A., with numerous 
Illustrattons by F. W. Fairholt, F.S. A. 
** Mr. Thombury knew and loved his London, . . . H» had ttad much Uo- 
torft aetd every by 'lane and every court had associations for him. Hit motnorf 
emd hit note-bcoJu wen ttored with anecdote^ and, at he had tiugular tkitt in the 
matter of narration, it will be readily believed that when ho took to writitsga tot 
book about the placet he knew and cared for, the taid book would be charming, 
Charmdng the volumo b^oro ut certainly it. It may be begun in tho beginning, or 
middle, or end, it^ it all one: wherever one lightt, there it tome pfeatnnt and 
curious bit ^ iossiPt tome amuvng fragment 0/ allusion or fuotation,**''-y A»ity 
Faik. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with lUnstratioiis, ^s, 6d, 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by Allan Cunning- 
ham, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, doth eictra, with Illustrations, 71. 6d, 

Timbs' Clubs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. 
By John Times, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 3vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6d, 

Timbs' English Eccentrics and Eccentrici- 
ties: Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Ddusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, &c. By John Timbs, 
F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 14^. 

Torrens' The Marquess Wellesley, 

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait Forming VoL /. 0/ Pro- 
Consul and Tribune: Welleslbt and O'Connell: Historic 
Portraits. By W. M. Torrens, M.P. In Two Vols. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Illustrations, yx. 6d, 

Turner's (J. M. W.) Life and Correspondence. 

Founded upon Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow- 
Academicians. By Walter Thornbury. A New Edition, con- 
siderably Enlarged. With numerous Illustrations in Colours, facsimiled 
from Turner's original Drawings. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground>Plans, 1^, 

Walcott's Church Work and Life in English 

Minsters ; and the English Student'9 Monasticon. By the Rev. 
Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.D. 

Large crown 8vo, doth antique, with Illustrations, yj. 6d» 

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler; 

or. The Contemplative Man's Recreation : bdng a Discourse of Rivers. 
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by Izaak Walton ; and In^ 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris 
Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. 

Carefully printed on paper to imitate the Original, sa in. by 14 in., sj. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. 

An exact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures of the Regiddes, and corresponding Seals. 
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3J BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO &* WINDUS. 
The Twenty-first Annual Edition, for 1881, cloth, full gilt, 50*. 

Walford's County Families of the United 

Kingdom. A Royal Manual of the Titled and Untitled Aristocracy of 
Great Britain and Ireland. By Edward Walford, M. A. , late Scholar 
of Balliol College, Oxford. Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, 
Marriage, Education, &c., of more than la.ooo distinguished Heads of 
Families in the United Kingdom, their Heirs Apparent or Presump- 
tive, together with a Record of the Patronage at their disposal, the 
Offices which they hold or have held, their Town Addresses. Countzy 
Residences, Clubs, &c \In preparation. 

Beautifully printed ob paper to imitate the Original MS., price 2f. 

Warrant to Ezecnte Mary Queen of Scots. 

An exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and a 
Facsimile of the Great Seal. 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, 41. 6</. 

Westropp's Handbook of Pottery and Porce- 
lain ; or. History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By HpDDBX 
M. Westropp, Author of " Handbook of Archaeology," &c. With 
numerous beautiful Illustrations, and a List of Marks. 

Seventh Edition. Square 8vo, u. 

Whistler v. Rnskin : Art and Art Critics. 

By J. A. Macneill Whistler. 

Crown 8vo, doth limp, with Illustrations, &r. td» 

Williams' A Simple Treatise on Heat. 

By W. Mattieu Williams, F.R.A.S.^ F.C.S., Author of " The Fuel 
of the Sun," &c. 

A HANDSOME GIFT-BOOK.- Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6x. 

Wooing (The) of the Water-Witch : 

A Nonhem Oddity. By Evan Daldorne. With One Hundred and 
Twenty-five fine Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, ^s, 6d, 

Wright's Caricature History of the Georges. 

(The House of Hanover.) With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, 
Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c. By Thomas Wright. M.A., F.S.A. 

Large post 8vo, doth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 7s, 6d, 

Wright's History of Caricature and of the 

Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Painting, from the 
Earliest Times to the Present Day. Bv Thomas Wright, M.A,, 
F.S.A. Profusdy Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 

J. OGDBN ANI) CO., PXINTBR8, Xja, ST. JOHN STRBBT, B.C. 
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